













When the daughter of an aristocratic Spanish family balks 
at her stepmother’s plans to marry her off to the arrogant 
heit to a.shipping fortune, she has only one choice — escaDe' 
Taking the name of Ramona Perez, she finds sheli^i 

Borranco Grande, where she is hired to teach tomboy lane 
Scott to be a “lady.” 

It isn’t long before Ramona realizes that she, along with 
everyone else, is vutually a prisoner in this fortress-sized 
mansion deep in the Santa Fe mountains. But who are the 
captors and who are the captives? 

II 'ay>u SiOfiy enigmatic and aloof, whose growing interest 
in Ramona seems to be for the wrong reason... 

Jason Scoff, his lather, a strange man who keeps dangerous 

company... 

Jane Scoff , Jason s daughter, whose childish emotions 
give way to womanly passion when she meets 

Doan* Jeffers , a visiting college friend of Wayne’s, 
whose presence takes on a new meaning to Ramona one 

explosive night... 

The Alexanders , whose position as servants is oddly out 
ot keeping with their bearing and background... 


Trapped in a sinister house that rumbles with hidden vio- 
lence, Ramona must prepare to fight for her life as the 
demented one among them plots her destruction.... 
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CHAPTER I 


For rwo days —and the night in between—I'd 
been running away. And now, as the sun was 
setting at the end of the second day, I drooped 
and stumbled with exhaustion and the pain of my 
hunger shot through me like hot needles. 

I'hough not once, during all that time and even 
now, did I give one single jab o: thought to going 
back. 

And yet, to any other eighteen-year-old girl, 
there was a lot, really to go back to. There was 
that beautiful long low house on de Vargas 
Street, with its large gracious rooms built around 
the lovely patio; with its tinkling fountains and 
banks of flowers that filled the air with fragrance; 
there was the leisurely gracious way of living—all 
candle-lit and fire-lit and softly shining with 
silver and crystal and bowls of flowers and paint¬ 
ings and books—and there was my own room 
with its graceful old four-posted bed and its 
deeply comfortable chintz-covered chairs and the 
chaise longue where, all my life, I'd spent the 
happiest hours reading and dreaming the long 
sweet dreams that all girls dream. I loved that 
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ro°m. It was my own private castle where with 

the door closed and the jalousies folded back so 

the sun could splash warmly on the brick floor 

and the scattered Navajo rugs, I could wrap a 

sweet solitude around me with all the world shut 
out. 

But, the trouble was, the world hadn't staved 
shut out. J 

That man—that tight-lipped, narrow-eyed, 
lantern-jawed New Englander named Amos 
bnow, who was so determined to marry 
me—had crashed into my world. He had a lot of 
money he'd told my father so. He owned, as Ms 
father and grandfather had owned before him a 
shipyard in the state of Maine and he had a fleet 
of sailing vessels that went mostly to the Orient 
and brought back valuable tMngs like spices and 
silks and silver ornaments and jade. He also told 

niv father—and on this he'd laid great stress_ 

that he was a descendant of some Snow who'd 
come hom England on the Mayflower. When my 
atner had mentioned this to me we had both 
smiled with considerable amusement. Didn't 

£ at |£i gh ? Ne , W En S Iander know that, at the time 
the Pilgrims landed on Plymouth Rock, Santa Fe 

had been an established city and the capital of the 
Southwest for ten years? 

Anyhow, the pressure had increased that I 

marry this man. Marry him and go with Mm to 

nis cold, rock-bound state of Maine, where the 

gray Atlantic would crash and heave at my very 

doorstep and where the fog pouring in over the 

ocean would wrap me forever in its miserable 
clinging wetness. 
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As well I knew, it was my tall, slim, beautiful 
stepmother who was behind my father's en¬ 
thusiasm for this match between Amos Snow 
and me. My stepmother would have glowed over 
my marrying the devil himself if it would have 
taken me out of her life. She hated me. And, I 
suppose, in all fairness to her, she had good 
reason to. At least it must have seemed to her 
good reason. 

First, she was jealous of the deeply loving rela¬ 
tionship between my father and me. We had 
1 n vn unusually close ever since my own mother's 
< !<*ath (giving birth to my small brother who had 
also died) when I was five years old. 

Second, my stepmother (whose name was 
Juanita) was not of the old Spanish aristocracy as 
l ather and I were. 1 ler family was a good re¬ 
putable family, but the ancestor who had come 
to Santa Fe and settled was not a • igh ranking 
ol licer in Coronado's army back there in 1540 1 le 

was a common soldier. Whereas our ancestor, 
l ather's and mine, was General de Peralta him- 
r <f and our house on de Vargas Street had been 
granted to us by King Philip of Spain. General de 
Peralta had built the house and our family had 
lived in it ever since. All this was very bitter on 
I he tongue of my good stepmother. 

And third, the fortunes of our aristocratic de 
Peralta family were definitely on the ebb. There 
had been a time, even up to my grandfather's 
day, when gold had trickled through my family's 
lingers like happy rain. But it had trickled too 
t ast. My father did not gamble, but the streak had 
been in the blood and debts that had been run up 
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in long nig) its of drinking and song had had to be 
paid—and no fortune can exist forever under 
such circumstances. So, while we were not poor, 
we did not live in luxury. And my father was 
more t han inclined to spoil me. So of course this 
stepmother of mine felt that, with me out of the 
way, more of the good things of life would come 
to her. And no doubt they would. 

So when Amos Snow turned up she fell upon 
him with what amounted to whoops of delight. 
Here was the answer to her problems: here was a 
simply wonderful way to get rid of me. And 
gett: ng me two thousand miles away on the gran¬ 
ite coast of Maine was a lot better than having me 
marry, eventually, one of ;he eligible young men 
around Santa Fe. For there were several such 
young men—though I was in love with none of 
them. I was in love with nobody—certainly not 
with Amos Snow. 

; d met him at a baile, a very elegant and gay 
affair given by the Ortega sisters in their lovely 
home on the Camino del Monte Sol. It was a 
masquerade and I had gone as Queen Isabella. ' 
would have had to be a blind goose not to know 
how well the costume suited me nor to recognize 
why, as I made my entrance into the ballroom 
that night, there was a rippling murmur from the 
guests gathered in smali groups waiting for the 
music to begin. 

Ten minutes later I was dancing with Amos 
Snow. He'd lost no time asking Miss Ramona 
Ortega to present him to me—and from then on I 
couldn't lose him. 

Two weeks later he'd talked to Father, and 
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Father had talked to me. He had begun warily, 
sounding me out. Didn't I agree with him that the 
time had come for me to think of marrying? No, I 
didn't. Didn't I think it would be interesting to go 
east and find out what the rest of the country 
looked like? No, I did not. Did 1 like Amos Snow? 
No, not particularly. 

And there the whole thing would have been 
dropped if it hadn't been for my stepmother. 

Now, all these years later, I can understand 
and see clearly the torment my father must have 
gone through. 

It is a great pity—tragic, really—that it is not 
until now, so many years later, that I can see 
clearly and understand with true compassion 
I how my father must have suffered poised on the 
horns of his heart-wrenching dilemma. For he 
loved me deeply. I was all he had left of his 
marriage to my mother. I was not only bone of his 
I bone and flesh of his flesh I was heart of his heart. 
This I'd always known—for did not I feel the 
same way about him? But now, for my father, 
there was this new love—my stepmother. She 
was a truly beautiful woman. Tall and slim, with 
a lovely figure. Her eyes were large and dark— 
I and if, in their mysterious depths, her real 
I thoughts and feelings and motives were hidden, 
what did my father know about that? Her skin 
was clear and creamy as gardenia petals and her 
hair was richly dark and, when not coiled high, 
fell over her lovely shoulders like a thick cape. 
Her smile was tantalizing; her slow graceful ges¬ 
tures full of promise. She was the kind of woman 
who could make any man's blood run with 
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quicksilver and flame. And my father was wrap* 
ped in her spell. When she was in a room he 
couldn't take his eyes from her. When she smiled 
at him he was in Paradise. When she made,, with 
her fan, a slight gesture of dismissal or rejection 
he was lost in a cloud of black despair. And, 
though my father was an extremely handsome 
man—with his small pointed beard and waxed 
mustaches, he would have been dashing in 
slashed doublet, hose and a swinging sword—he 
probably never forgot that he was in his middle 
forties and his beautiful, seductive wife was 
twenty years younger. 

So that was my father's problem. And I can see 
now it must have been a bitter one. If he didn't 
marry his beloved daughter off to this chill New 
Englander his wife would make his life an unen¬ 
durable .hell—and might she not leave him for a 
younger man? On the other ha ad if he insisted on 
this marriage—wouldn't he consign this same 
beloved daughter to an icy hell of her own? 

A nice problem. Very nice indeed. He solved it 
m the only way any man—or the average man, 
anyhow—would have solved it. He gave in to his 
wife. 1 don t know how extreme the pressures 
were that she brought to bear before he finally 
ordered me—yes, ordered me—to marry Amos 
Snow. I do know that, young and innocent as I 
was at that time, I was aware that she had put up 
a wall of sheer ice between herself and my father. 
She had, as I can see now, served an ultimatum. 
And my father couldn't endure it. 

So one morning he called me into his library. It 
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was a beautiful room, long and low, its walls 
lined with books, the vigas of the ceiling gleam¬ 
ing richly in their soft polish. The tiled floor was 
partially hidden by islands of Persian rugs and 
the furniture was, as it was largely throughout 
the house, beautiful, heavily carved and, two 
hundred years before, had been brought from 
Spain on great winged sailing ships. 

I stood in the archway that led to this room 
waiting for my fat) ier to look up from the book he 
was reading. The sunlight, coming dappled 
through the branches of the lovely old trees that 
surrounded the house, made dancing patterns 
on the terra-cotta tiles and the perfume from the 
great bowls of roses on tables here and there was 
sharp and clear and deliriously spicy. 

Finally, when he persisted in not looking up, I 
said softly, "Father—" 

At that he jerked his eyes away from the 
book—and I was shocked at the misery, the hag¬ 
gard torture in his face. 

He said, "Ah, Estrellita. Income in, my child. 

Come in." 

I walked in slowly. Something was wrong. 
Very wrong. My father, whose manners, whose 
unfailing courtesy, had always been smooth and 
soft as silk, was stumbling, flushed and misera¬ 
bly embarrassed. 

I sank into the nearest chair and said, "You 
sent for me?" 

He repeated, "I sent for you." And said noth¬ 
ing more. 

The silence grew, flowing over that sunlit room 
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like a thin coating of oil. It almost smelled with a I 

heavy sickening odor of decay, as if something I 
had died, 6 I 

1 remember thinking afterward that the thing I 
that had died was my father's love for me. I 

At long last, he spoke. And the words he said ] 
were like the tolling of a bell. j 

“On the eighteenth of this month—three 
weeks from now—you will marry Amos Snow. I I 
think that is all we have to say to each other, ] 

Estrellita." j 

I stared at him. A numbing cold seemed to flow 1 
over me and through me. Never in all my eigh- j 
teen years had my father spoken like this to me. j 
Never had he issued an order. Never had his I 
words failed to be warmed by his love for me. 1 

Then, along with the ice in my veins, there I 
flowed something warm and sparkling: the heat I 
of defiance and rage. And suddenly I was spitting I 
words at my ather. All right! If he could order me I 
coldly as he never had before, I could defy him J 
hotly ^s I never had before! - I 

“1 will not marry Amos Snow!" I actually ] 
stamped my foot at him. “I will never marrv him. I 

J_// J fl 

"Your stepmother will attend to your trous- I 
seau and will supervise the necessary arrange- I 
merits," he said, as if I hadn't spoken. "The wed- I 
d:rig u ill be in the Cathedral. The reception here. ■ 
You may leave now." ■ 

My father was dismissing me! As if I were a 
scullery maid or an under gardener. Very well. 
Very well! 
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I yanked my body around till my back was to 
him. A rude, stiff back. I got to the door, slam¬ 
ming each step furiously. Then, framed in the 
archway, I turned. 

'1 will never marry Amos Snow/' I said flatly. 
"And that you may repeat to your beautiful, 
greedy, pig of a wife. I will never marry him. I will 
kill myself first." 1 jerked around and fled. 

Behind me I heard something that sounded 
like the terrible dry choke of a man's sob. 

I got to my room before 3 even began to think. 
Until I stood there, the door closed behind me, I'd 
been nothing but a spinning wh irl of desperate, 
bewildered emotions, i was heartbroken, aban¬ 
doned. The safety, the sweet security, I had 
known all my life had been whipped out from 
under me as if it had been a flying carpet, and I 
was falling—falling—falling through an empty 
space, icy with the chill of nothingness. 

I stood in the middle of my room, not seeing its 
white walls, its ceiling painted with garlands of 
roses and chubby beribboned cupids, its wide 
windows overlooking the fountains of the patio 
on one side and our spreading gardens on the 
other. There was no fire in the fireplace, for June 
is not the month of fires in Santa Fe, but the 
sunlight, splashing through the small leaded 
panes sent the whole room—the rugs, the books, 
the paintings, the lifted posts of the four-square 
bed—bright with dappled, shifting light. 

1 saw none of it. 1 stood there blind to every¬ 
thing, my whole mind bent inward. And gradu¬ 
ally my thoughts stopped their meaningless 
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spinning. Some kind of clarity poured, like a thi 11 
oil, over them. 1 hey began to sort themselves 
out. 

First, I wasn't, of course, going to kill myself. 
That had been an empty, hysterical threat. j 

Second, it was no threat that I refused to marry 
Amos Snow. That i would not do. Not ever. ITie l 
Spanish blood that flowed so clearly in my veins I 
demanded that I love—and love deeply—the ] 
man I married. At this point ! knew nothing j 
about such a love—except that I was sure, deep j 
within me, that it existed. And Fd find it. I was j 
sure Fd find it. But not ever at the hands of that ] 
man Snow. 

Third, if I wasn't going to kill myself, and I 
wasn't going to be beaten into this marriage— i 
what was I going to do? 

Run away, of course. What else remained? So: | 
how and when and with what was 1 going to run? 
Not to mention where? ' 

I began to eliminate possible directions. On the 
south lay Albuquerque, and that, probably, 
would be the first place I'd be searched for. On 
the west, if I went far enough, there would be the 
Rio Grande. Going toward the east would be 
foolhardy. There was nothing there but moun¬ 
tains so high they were still snow-covered and, 
even if I could get across them, I had no idea what 
lay beyond. What if I went north? I didn't know 
much about that either, except that the road was a 
wandering, open one, and that it was probably 
the last place anyone would think of looking for 
me. 

All right, so I'd go north. But how? If I went to 
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the stables and had Juan saddle Trailina I would 
leave a clue behind me. My father would start 
making inquiries, describing my lovely Arabian 
mare and me. And that would not do. I must 
vanish with as little trace as possible. But! would 
have to ride. Walking was not only too slow but it 
would be loo exhausting. I was not accustomed 
to walking. So—where would I find a horse to 
carry me? And a horse meant a riding habit. But 
how could I leave the house in a riding habit, not 
asking Juan to saddle Trailina, without, in the 
end, arousing all the suspicions I was trying to 
avoid? 

Finally I solved this last problem at least. I eft 
the house casually, carelessly, prepared to men¬ 
tion to anyone who asked that I was going to have 
luncheon with Carmine Ortiz, who was my 
closest friend. And, draped under the long full 
skirt of my dress, I had hidden my riding habit. I 
had chosen the fullest, mostly tightly gathered 
dress I owned and I hoped it didn't make me look 
too puffed out. ;t was the best I could do, any¬ 
how. Also, in the beaded purse I carried. I'd 
tucked all the money I had. It wasn't too much 
but it might be enough for the purpose I had in 
mind. 

With this—and with nothing else—I left my 
father's house. 

No one saw me go. I walked from my room 
across the patio, as I'd walked a thousand times, 
and let myself out the gate that opened on de 
Vargas Street. I walked slowly, casually, as I 
would walk if I were really going to Carmine's for 
luncheon, and this careless strolling was the 
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hardest thing to manage. I wanted so badly to 
run. To run fast. To get away quickly. 

But I did get away. No one saw me go; there 
was no one to question me. ! 

I crossed I he city by quiet wandering back 
streets and an hour later I was on the road that 
climbed the long hill heading north out of Santa 
Fe—where I'd been bom and where I'd lived, in 
such happy security, all my life. ; 
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CHAPTER II 


So unused was I to walking that an hour later I'd 
had enough to last the rest of my life. By the time 
I'd gotten to the top of that first long hill I was 
stumbling and footsore and dripping hot. The 
sun wrapped me in golden armor and the very 
pebbles in that slightly wandering, very rutty 
road had become insurmountable boulders. 

And I was still so close to Santa Fe that my 
father, on his fleet Arabian, could have caught 
me in twenty minutes, if he'd guessed in which 
direction I was going. 

Finally, my ankles aching, my knees trem¬ 
bling, 1 sat down by the side of the road, leaned 
my back against the small trunk of a pihon and 
closed my eyes. 

1 must have dozed for when my eyes snapped 
open the sound of approaching hoofs was iilling 
my ears and, not more than thirty feet away, an 
Indian was tightening his reins to pull in his small 

paint pony. 

I sprang to my feet—and then I saw the quiet 

gentleness of his smile. 

He was an old man, his dark copper face a 
network of wrinkles, his deep brown eyes 
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thoughtfully wise and faintly amused as they J 
contemplated me. There was curiosiiy there too. 1 
What in the world, he was clearly wondering, 1 
was a girl like me (for my gentle up-bringing was I 
unmistakable) doing asleep under a pinon tree? 1 ] 
was obviously no Indian, nor was I a Spanish 1 
peasant girl on an errand from some small vil- I 

lage. So, his eyes wondered quizzically, who was I 

1 ? I 

And I looked back at him, suddenly echoing I 
his unspoken question. Who was I? I'd certainly 11 
better not be Estrellita de Peralta for another 0 
minute. All too soon would there be a hue and cry I 
out for me and—though maybe no disguise 1 
would really disguise me for long—I'd at least 1 
try. So, right then, I abandoned Estrellita com¬ 
pletely and became Ramona Perez. I 

I had, when half-way up that long hill, slipped I 
behind a thick clump of scrub oak and chamisa I 
bushes and had changed into my riding habit and I 
the soft low-heeled shoes I'd hidden with the I 
habit, since I could hardly hide riding boots ] 

: 5 u ? iy skirt. Then I'd wadded my dress into as j 

small a bundle as I could—which wasn't very 1 
small, the skirt was so full—and had piled rocks 1 
into a small mound over it, till it was well hidden, 

I hoped, for a long long time. I 

Now, facing that gentle old Indian, I felt I had a l 
pretty good story to offer him. But I'd better not j 
rush into it. I'd better wait till he asked, or offered 
some opportunity. I knew nothing about In- 1 
dians. I'd never come in contact with them, I 
though I'd see them, in their brilliantly colorful J 
clothes, walking the streets of Santa Fe all my life, | 
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with their beautiful s lver and turquoise jewelry, 
and their hair in braids twisted with strips of 
bright cloth. But, beyond this. I'd known noth¬ 
ing. I certainly knew not one word of any Indian 
language. So what would I do if— 

"You lost?" He spoke Spanish! How wonder¬ 
ful. 

"Not lost—" I shook my head at him. "My 
horse ran away—went home." I waved my hand 
vaguely toward the north, away from Santa Fe. 
And I drooped—I hoped pathetically. Though 
what he could do to help my exhaustion—and 
me—I wasn't too sure. I doubted if his pinto 
could carry a double burden. 

But that's just what it did do. The Indian's 
saddle was no more than a folded blanket and my 
skirt designed for a side-saddle did as well on a 
blanket as his trousers. So off we both went on 
the tough sure-footed little pinto—and it was a 

lot better than walking. 

Ahead of us, now that we were at the top o! 

that long rise, the whole beautiful valley was 
opening up. Far to the northeast rose Truchas 
Peaks, their snowy heads glistening against the 
deep blue of the sky and the lesser mountains 
tumbling down, a soft blue-green with the dis¬ 
tance, but, between us and the peaks the rolling 
tawny gold of the valley itself, spotted with the 
gray-green of sage, the golden green of chamisa, 
the deep green of pirion and the brown-green of 
scrub oak. What an empty, enchanting, solitary 
land this was—land where all the artificialities of 
civilization could be blown away, and nothing 
left but the realness of each one of us. 
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I sighed, feeling the peace, the quiet, the 
beauty of it seep through me. Behind me, just 
above my head, the Indian said, "You sigh—not 

happy?" & 

I laughed. I sigh, I guess, because ! am so 

toppy- This is such a lovely land -—your land," I 

added, because of course it was his land long 

before my ancestors came to share it. No—not 

share it. I might as well be honest. My ancestors 

had taken it away from his ancestors. Sharing 

was the last thing they'd thought of. They were 

out, dazzled by the stories of the fabled Seven 

Cities of Gold, to take all they could get from the 

Indians or anybody else. If I were an Indian- 

even now, all these hundreds of years later_ 

wouldn't I still hold resentment and hatred? I 
wondered. 

The little horse, following the twisting turns of 
the road had lost us our view. Nothing could be 
seen now but the trees above our heads, the thick 
growth of dusty weeds and scraggly bushes by 
the roadside and the road itself, tawny with thick 
dust and deep in ruts. 

Yd been so grateful just for the relief of being 
lifted from my sore and aching feet that it hadn't 
occurred to me to wonder where we were going 
until we turned left off the main road and onto a 
narrower, more grassgrown road that probably 
led, if you went far enough, to the river. And on 
our right, as we turned, was, amazingly enough, 
a lovely small spread of water—a little large to be 
called a pond, but really too small for a lake. It 
was still and smooth as glass and, like a mirror, 
reflected the turquoise sky above it and the little 
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puffs of sailing cloud. Around its rim, bent and 
bowed, were tali slim reeds and cat-o'-nine-tails. 

'"Oh, how lovely!" 1 cried. "Like an oasis." 

I could feel the old Indian's deep breath of 
pride. "Indian water/' he said. "Belong to 
lesuque Pueblo. We irrigate. We drink. We cook. 
Good water." 

I said, "Is that where we're going? To your 
pueblo?" 

He made a small sound that I took to mean 
agreement, and 1 waited with curiosity. I'd never 
seen an Indian pueblo, though I'd lived in Santa 
Fe all my life. I'd never really had any interest in 
Indians; they were just the background of my 
dty. I'd been too busy with my friends, my 
schooling and, this past year, my social activities 
to bother with anything else, least of all Indians. 
But now, riding toward this pueblo, I found my 
interest and curiosity mounting. How did they 
live? What were they like? Just who were they, 
these people who had iived in this country that I 
thought of as mine since long before my own 
people set foot here? 

I didn't have too long to wait until the little 
twisting road we were on widened and spread 
out and small adobe houses appeared, so much 
the color of the dusty adobe land around them 
that I almost had to look twice to be sure they 
were there at all. Then I began to see detail. 
Strings of red chili hanging beside dark door¬ 
ways; a movement of bright dresses inside; the 
angle of ladders leaning against roofs. 

We passed the first groups of houses and 
crossed a bare, dusty plaza. 





18 


COMPANION TO EVIL 


"We dance here," said the voice behind me. 

You come sometimes and see?" 

I d love to, I told him—arid how could I have I 
guessed under what terrible circumstances 1 was I 
to watch my first Indian dance? 

; mally we stopped before one of the little huts 
that were all so alike—small, square (probably I 
two rooms), flat-roofed, all built flush with the j 
road, though some did have little platform ] 
porches with one or two steps leading up to the 

oorways. I wondered how anyone could be sure J 
where he lived. 1 

So far we had seen no one, not one human I 

being. The little street was empty; there had been | 

no movemer t on the plaza as we crossed it. And I 

wondered, was the place deserted for some 

reason? And if so, where was I being taken by this 

old Indian about whom, after all, I knew abso¬ 
lutely nothing? 

And as if he read my mind, he chuckled. 
"People run away and hide," he explained, the 
sort of amusement edging his tone that an adult 
uses speaking of children. "They shy—very shy. 

Even though you come with me they shy of 
strangers." 

But when we reached his house he forced his 
women to come out, simply by sitting still on his 
pony IT I they appeared. His wife came first, a 
sweet madonna-faced woman, her thick braids 
framing her copper face and her eyes down¬ 
cast—though curiosity made her lift them once 
for a fast glance at me. Behind her came a girl 
fifteen or sixteen years old with her slender fin- 
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gers cupped across her face in the gesture of 
embarrassment Indians use. And then, behind 
the girl an older woman and four or five children. 
How on earth had they all packed themselves 
into that little house? 

As they ail came out my Indian swung down 
from the pony and lifted me down to stand beside 
him. Then came a torrent of conversation, of 
which I understood nothing. The Indian lan¬ 
guages are many—some dialects of other related 
languages, some quite individual—but all are 
musical and rapid with a clipped cadence all their 
own. None are the least like Spanish, so 1 was lost 
immediately and could do nothing but watch the 
faces to try to guess what they were talking about 
by their expressions. The Indian, though he is 
careful to present to strangers a sort of poker face, 
has very transparent emotions that run across his 
features. So now, first, there was interest and 
curiosity, then a kind of wonder and then, sud¬ 
denly, an explosion of questions and answers. 

At that point my Indian turned to me. "They 
say, you go to Barranco Grande? Barranco 
Grande need someone like you. They ask my 
Maria to tell they need someone/ 7 He nodded 
toward the young girl now standing beside her 
mother, and interested enough so that she 
dropped her hand from before her face. She was 
a lovely girl with that same madonna look her 
mother had. 

I repeated, "Barranco Grande?" I'd never 
heard of the place, much less of anyone who lived 
there, or that they needed someone like me. 
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Suddenly Maria, losing her last shred of shy- | 
ness, turned to me and burst into a flow of clear I 
Spanish. I 

"It's a house—big—rooms and rooms and! 
rooms—" 1 ier quick gesture was sort of zigzag. 1 
What did it mean? Was the place built on the side I 
of a mountain? "I work there," she went on. I 
"Home for one day—I go back tomorrow. I take 
you?" I 

I thought fast. Going with Maria might solve I 
my problem. I certainly couldn't wander forever I 
with no food, no clothing except this habit I was I 
wearing, no home and no destination. I'd have to I 
find something somewhere. And why not this I 
place Maria said needed someone like me? But 1 
just what did she mean by that? How could any- I 
one want someone like me? I wasn't trained to do ] 
anything, except be a lady—a lady of aristocracy 1 
if not of wealth. And of what use could that be to | 
anybody? Besides, going with Maria would leave 1 
a dear trail behind me. Suppose my father did 
come after me—instead of merely being glad to 
be rid of me as 1 thought he might—and suppose, 
somehow, he picked up my trail and got to 
Tesuque Pueblo (which seemed so fandful as to 
be improbable) the Indians, of course, would tell 
him I'd gone with Maria to this Barranco Grande 
place—and that would be the end of that. !'d be 
dragged back to Santa Fe, to Amos Snow and that 
elegant wedding my father was planning (and for j 
which he'd have to go into deep debt) in the 
Cathedral. I 

So I smiled at the group of now-f riendly copper 
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faces around me and shook my head. I'd much 
better stick to the story I'd told originally. 

" You're all so kind," ! told them in Spanish and 
let Maria do the translating, "but I must be get¬ 
ting home. My horse has already gone home— 
your father told you?—and they will be very wor¬ 
ried about me. So I must go right along. But—if 
you could sell me a horse? Could you? Would 
you?" 

And, in the end, they did. I gave them almost 
all the money I'd brought in my beaded purse, 
and I was about to give the purse to Maria for a 
keepsake when I realized that if my father did get 
this far he'd recognize it. So I put it back in the 
pocket of my skirt. 

Before I left however they insisted on my shar¬ 
ing their meal and, suddenly realizing that I'd 
eaten nothing since breakfast that morning, I ac¬ 
cepted gratefully, it was food I'd never tasted 
before—thin patties made of cornmeal, little 
cakes of mashed fried beans, thin, very thin, pan¬ 
cakes rolled around cheese and green chili—all 
strange and all delicious. 

Then I knew I must leave.! was getting increas¬ 
ingly nervous and every time the talking paused I 
found myself listening for a hoofbeat or a raised 
voice that might mean someone was searching 
for me. So, as soon as I could, I thanked them for 
all they'd done and Ramon (my Indian) helped 
me onto the back of the little chestnut mare 
they'd sold me. 

"You all right?" asked Ramon. "No saddle— 
just blanket? You never ride like this before?" 
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I smiled at him. "I'll be fine/' I assured him— 
and wondered if I would. 

But 1 found, as 1 rode away, that actually the 
blanket did very well. And the little mare was a 
good little mare. We got along beautifully. 

As long as I was in view of that smiling group 
who watched me out of sight I held my head high 
and rode as if I were really on the way to a home 
and family who were waiting for me. But once 
out of sight I slumped a little. Where was I going? 
What was I going to do? It was now late in the 
afternoon. The shadows were lengthening, the 
sunlight was becoming mellow. Pretty soon the 
sun itself would drop behind the Jemez Moun¬ 
tains and the quick darkness of the desert night 
would fall. And where would 1 sleep? When next 
would I eat? 

I reached the main road sure of only one thing. 
I would never go back to marry Amos Snow— 
which meant that I must get as far away from 
Santa Fe as possible. 

I rode till long past sunset. 1 rode till a big fat 
full moon rose over the Sangre de Christo Moun¬ 
tains on my right and began its long journey until 
it would set behind the Jemez Mountains on my 
left. I rode till I was so exhausted l swayed and 
lurched on my saddle-blanket and till my mare 
began to stumble. Then I found, a little way off 
the road, a small hollow with patches of coarse 
grass and there I tied the horse so she could crop 
what forage there was and I rolled myself in the 
blanket I'd taken from her back—and I slept—too 
utterly weary to give even a thought to the in- 
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congruity of Estrellita de Peralta, the daughter of 
ancient Spanish grandees, sleeping on the 
ground, grateful for the warmth of an Indian 
blanket. 

The morning sun woke me. There was no 
breakfast, and my Indian meal was by now orJy a 
wistful memory. There was nothing to do but go 
on. I folded my blanket, tying it as I'd seen 
Ramon do, on the back of the mare and off we 
went, putting as many miles as possible between 
us and Santa Fe. Finally when we reached a side* 
road we took it and when it led to a bridge across 
the Rio Grande I was glad. Father, searching for 
me (though maybe, I kept reminding myself he 
wouldn't bother to search—he'd just be glad, as I 
was sure my stepmother would be glad, that I 
was out of the way) won Id probably follow the 
main road. Though I wondered a little if Father 
would ever think his protected, helpless daugh¬ 
ter could possibly ever come so far from home. 

After we, the little mare and I, had crossed the 
river (her I f tie hoofs clacking almost gaily on the 
alanks) we came to a village—a cluster of small 
"louses and a single store. I knew the store would 
have, at least, bread and cheese and I had the 
■ I'd kept out from all the rest I'd given 
Ramon for the horse—but l didn't dare go into 
the store even for food. I'd become obsessed with 
the idea that I must leave no clues behind me and, 
besides I'd long since realized what a fool I'd been 
to wear anything as noticeable as a riding habit. If 
I'd kept on the full skirted green dress I'd left in 
Santa Fe I'd have been much wiser. That, with its 
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scooped neck and puffed sleeves was much more 
like the dresses the girls in these little houses 
wore. This riding habit that I'd gone to such pains 
to change into was sheer idiocy. My one thought 
had been, of course, that I'd have to buy a horse 
somewhere and riding, to me, meant proper 
clothes to ride in. But now I felt as if I might just as 
well wear a placard announcing that I was a 
well-brought up girl running away. 

So, hungry as I was, I passed by the store and 
through the village and went on my way— 
where? Where would i end up? Where was I 
going? For the first time I began to feel 
frightened. Up to now my one thought had been 
to escape and not be followed. But—I couldn't 
ride on like this forever. Hungry, homeless, 
exhausted—panic fluttered in my stomach, rose 
in my throat. I shoved it back determinedly. 
Something would happen. Something— 

Something did happen. In the middle of the 
afternoon a round dark pool in the center of the 
road that by now was climbing into the moun¬ 
tains, and was shadowed with pine trees, sud¬ 
denly uncoiled itself and became a rearing, angry 
rattlesnake. The little mare, startled, then ter¬ 
rified, reared up then smashed down, killing the 
snake but throwing me. Luckily she tossed me 
into a heap of leaves and weeds beside the 
road—but when I picked myself up she was 
gone. Down the road, down the hill; the sound of 
her fast-running hoofs fading on the still air. 

I was alone, on foot, hungry, exhausted—and 
with sunset only about two hours away. 
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I sat down by the side of the road to think—and 
to decide. 

I could, of course, walk back the several miles 
to the village we'd gone through. I could stop at 
any of those little houses, tell them who I really 
was and send someone to take word to my father. 
Instantly I knew this was impossible. Even now 
I'd rather die in these mountains than marry 
Amos Snow. No. Not for me. Not ever. 

So—should I return to the village and, keeping 
the name of Ramona Perez, ask for work of some 
kind? But what kind? Those little houses 
wouldn't need servants—they'd scrub their own 
floors and cook their own meals. 1 couldn't cook 
anyway and I'd certainly never scrubbed a floor. 

! got up wearily and turned to continue up the 
road. It was then I discovered how weak I was— 
faint from hunger, my knees trembling, the road 
itself weaving before my eyes. 

I took two stumbling steps—and heard the 
voice. 

"Girl!" it called. "Girl—wait a minute!" 

I spun around to face it. A man. A man stand¬ 
ing in the deep shadows of pine trees that had 
been growing taller and thicker ever since I'd left 
the wide spread of desert-valley. I couldn't see 
him clearly; the wide brim of his hat hid his face. 
But he was a big man, tal! and broad. And, out of 
those trees, he was moving toward me. 

Terrified at the sound of his voice, at the sud¬ 
denness of his appearance, I turned and ran. I ran 
and stumbled, I ran and fell. 1 picked myself up 
and ran some more. Dizziness overcame 
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me—the whole world 
darker— 


was turning dark^-and 


***** something tripped me, and I fell— 

•» ** «*»*- 


























CHAPTER III 


! drifted up from my well of soft blackness to feel 
the sway and rhythm of a horse under me, and 
the steady beat of a man's heart under my head. 

1 sat up. The world around me was deepening 
into purple dusk. Trees—thicker and taller trees 
than when I'd stumbled into my faint—reared 
high above me, their trunks straight, their tops 
looking feathered against the slightly lighter sky. 
And between those high-up branches a couple of 
stars were twinkling. 

"So," said a voice above my head, "you've 
come to. I'm sorry I frightened you. I didn't mean 
to. I only meant to offer help—you looked as 
though you needed it, stumbling along there 
with that riding skirt winding itself around your 
ankles. What happened to your horse?" 

"She—she ran away. A rattlesnake in the road 
scared her." I started to twist my shoulders to try 
and see his face—his voice sounded young—but 
it would have been an awkward, embarrassing 
gesture and I gave it up. I'd not be able to see 
anything in this deepening dusk anyhow. So I 
sat up straighter, trying not to touch him at all. 

"You might as well relax and lean back," he 
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remarked. We have quite a climb in front of us 
and you're making it hard for yourself." 

"Where are you taking me?" And with the 
question I felt a quick stab of fright. Where was he 
taking me? Through this tall, dark forest, follow¬ 
ing some—at least to me—invisible trail that was 
climbing higher and deeper into these totally un¬ 
familiar mountains—where were we going? And 

what would he do with me when he got me 
there? . ! 

You re frightening yourself unnecessarily," 
said the voice above my head. "And," he added, 

I m no mind reader. You're trembling and 
scared. Don't be." He paused a minute, then he 
said, "My name is Wayne Scott and I'm taking 
you to my home, where you'll be cared for. I have 

an idea you're hungry." 

For some reason suddenly I wanted to cry. 
Maybe just the thought of being taken care of 
ai ter my two days and a night of being so home¬ 
less; maybe the gentleness in his voice; maybe the 
dependable strength I felt behind me-—whatever 
it was I felt my eyes sting and my throat thicken 
But I answered his implied question. 

"I'm—very hungry," I whispered. 

After that, for quite a while, we rode in silence. 
The dusk became definitely night—that quick fall 
of darkness that comes so soon after sunset 
fades—and the stars, seen only occasionally 
through those high pine branches, became 

bright, polished gobbets of silver. Suddenly the 
voice above me spoke. 

"We're almost there," he said. "If it was day- 
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light you'd be able to see the roofs. As it is you'll 
have to take my word for it." 

I looked ahead and could see nothing. No 
roofs, no lights. Nothing. 

(s it dark/' I asked, "because you live alone in 
.1 cabin or something and you'll light the lamps 
when you get there?" 

He didn't say anything for a minute. It was as if 
lie were swallowing something and waiting for it 
to digest. 

Then, very quietly, he said, "No, I don't live 
alone—there are plenty of people around. Doz¬ 
ens, I suppose. And the place is well lit. But 
we—we're rather hidden. You'll see when we get 
there." 

And not more than five minutes later I did see. 
We had reached what I thought at first was a 
clearing. Suddenly the great bowl of sky arched 
above our heads, spangled with its immensity of 
stars and glowing with that beautiful dark blue 
radiance that New Mexican skies pour forth at 
night. 

Then I saw that this wasn't a clearing at all but 
tf le rim of a valley that fell away into a great round 
bowl, the dark forest rising around it and, across 
i lie center, a black slash that I thought, was prob¬ 
ably a stream of some sort lined with trees. It was 
some distance below us. The whole bowl of val¬ 
ley seemed to me to be very deep—but maybe 
that was because in the star-lit shadows I couldn't 
see very clearly. 

Though I could see, as we left the rim and 
moved down, the house, and the warm glow of 
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lights. An immense house—or was it a series of 
houses?—sprawled along the sides of this valley, 
dropping down so that its roofs looked like great 
stair-steps for some climbing giant. 

"How—how perfectly enormous!" I gasped, 
and heard the man behind me chuckle. 

"It's all built backward too," he said. " The 
living rooms are on top, so you can enter them 
first—then everything else in layers underneath. 
It's a little bewildering, I suppose, when you first 
come to it, but it does make a great deal of sense 
in many ways." 

By this time we were past the first roof and I 
could see under its wide eaves, the broad wi n- 
dows of a living room—the sort of room we did 
not have in my father's house. There we had a 
drawing room and a library and the study Father 
used as his office. But this room, I saw through 
the windows, was very different—very different. 
Around it, around the whole house apparently, 
was a broad veranda, with a rail and small pillars. 
All this showed in the flowing amber light from 
the windows. 

Then we were stopping at a flight of wide shal¬ 
low steps that, backward, as this man had said, 
went down instead of up. He lifted me from the 
saddle and we went down side by side, his hand 
steadying me with a light touch at my elbow—a 
firm, strong touch, light though it was that, for 
some reason conveyed a warm comfort to me. 

The steps curved slightly to the left so that 
when we reached the bottom, we faced what was 



actually the front door, a wide, heavy door, 
thickly and beautifully carved with the intricacy 
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of many small figures. But, oddly, there was no 
doorbell of any kind and no knocker. Instead, 
looking very thoughtfully at a beautiful mosaic 
that was the doorstep (was he counting some¬ 
thing the way you count the combination that 
opens a safe?) he finally, with the toe of his boot, 
pressed something. Almost instantly the door 

^ opened, A butler stood there in house livery, 
taU, portly, proudly pompous. 

Mr. Wayne, sir. : will say you are home." He 
had half turned away when Wayne Scott stopped 

Say also. Stanhope, that I have brought with 
me the companion for Miss Jane." 

The but er stopped in his tracks and I had a 
feeling that it had been shock that stopped him. 

But he was too well trained to give way to it and, 
with a bow, went along. 

But I was gasping. "A companion! I'm not a—" 
"You are now." He turned to me, and for the 
fiist time I really saw him. The broad brimmed 
hat that had shadowed his face when I'd first 
glimpsed him in the woods had been tossed 
aside, and stared at him. A handsomer man I'd 
never seen. I iigh cheekbones, lean jaw, straight 
nose, the bluest eyes I'd ever looked into, a thick 
thatch of copper-chestnut hair, and a mouth that 
was, at that moment, laughing at me. 

"If I astonish you this much," he said, "what 
on earth were you expecting?" 

I tore my eyes away and felt the hot surge of my 
blush rise from my throat. "I—I guess I don't 
know what 1 was expecting." And then I pulled 
my thoughts straight. I straightened my shoul- 
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ders too. And lifted my chin. "You told your man 
that I was the companion to—to a Miss jane. I'm 
not. I-" 

"Come in here." He led me quickly into a small 
room on the right of the door and closed the door 
behind us. "We haven't much time—Stanhope 
will be back any minute—so I'll explain fast just 
who you are." 

I stared at him. Did he—could he—know just 
who I was? 

"Jane is my young sister. She's grown up with 
men—she talks like a man, acts like a man. It's 
time she became a lady. You're a lady. Nobody 
but a lady would think of running away in a fancy' 
riding habit." 

"I'm not running—my horse did throw 
me—I-" 

"Bosh. Of course you're running away. What 
else would you be doing climbing the Jemez 
Mountains in the middle of nowhere? But that 
doesn't matter now. The point is we've got to 
have someone here to teach fane how to behave. 
You can do it. That's why I brought you here." 

"But I-" 

"The alternative is for me to make the kind of 
inquiries I can make very easily and then take you 
home to whatever it is you ran away from." 

"No— no!" I couldn't control the shudder that 
shook me. There was a flash of warm sympathy 
in his eyes, but it didn't reach his voice. 

"What is your name? Where do you live? My 
father will have to know." 

"My name is Ramona Perez, and my father's 
ranch is north of here." The same lies I'd told the 
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Indians at Tesuque. The difference was that the 
Indians had believed me. Wayne Scott didn't. 

He said briefly, "Any yarn will do for now," 
and led me back into the wide entrance haJI 
again. This time, less confused and, for some 
reason, a little mi 're relaxed, I looked around me. 
Everything was warmly, colorfully beautiful. The 
walls were wainscotted with richly grained 
golden brown wood; the floor was covered with 
a thick-piled rug, gold with an airy figure of 
branches and blossoms done in blue (Chinese, I 
recognized, from my studies in the History of 
Art) and a great chandelier above our heads * 
poured down amber and amethyst and ruby and 
sapphire light from its large central lantern and 
the smaller pendant lanterns surrounding it. All 
like stained glass windows. 

But there was no time to examine anything for, 
from the shadows beyond an open door 
Stanhope emerged. He came toward us. Ponder¬ 
ous. Heavy. Dignified. 

"Your father is dining," he told us. "They are 
awaiting you." 

We followed him to that distant door. And part 
way down that large entrance hall I saw the 
stairs. A large sweep of them, wide and shallow 
like the outside steps, but these were surrounded 
by an ornate wrought iron railing and, on the far 
side, a gate. Of course the stairs didn't go up— 
they went down. And of course the railing and 
gate were there so nobody'd stumble into what 
amounted to an open hole. 

For some reason, right then, I shuddered. But 
why should I? Did something in my blood warn 
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me—or try to warn me—that the time would 
come when that railing, that latched gate, would 
come close to meaning my life? 

But the next second I'd forgotten everything, 
for the first whiff of food came to me from the 
dining room. My starving stomach lurched; my 
mouth watered and in panic I thought, Don't let 
me look the way 1 feel—like a ravenous xvolf! Please — 
just strength to behave myself. 

And then I forgot even my consuming hunger 
in my amazement at those people gathered 
around that elegant dining table, with its glearn 
of silver, its glitter of crystal and its great, ornate 
epergne overflowing with roses and smilax and 
delicate baby's breath and spikes of delphinium. 
Such flowers, in a place like this so lost in the 
mountains. But it was the people gathered 
around this beautiful table that took my breath. 
They were in dinner dress, beautifully and pre¬ 
cisely tailored, but the faces rising from these 
spotless collars and perfectly tied ties were the 
faces of—what? They were coarse faces, red and 
weatherbeaten, and two looked as if they needed 
a shave. All of them had stopped eating to stare at 
us, and one of them had frozen with a forkful of 
food halfway to his mouth—a fork that he 
gripped in his fist as a baby does. 

The table, in that first moment, seemed to me 
to be filled with these men. Then I saw there was 
one girl amongst them. She sat at the foot and she 
was dressed in a pale pink cloud of fluff—tulle 
and lace and ruffles. And from this lovely mist 
her head rose, a head with close-cropped hair like 
a man's and one of the plainest faces I'd ever 
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seen. If this was the younger sister of the man 

beside me there was little resemblance between 

them. Where his hair was copper-chestnut, hers 

was a muddy brown; where his eyes w'ere deep 

blue, hers were a lizard green; where his Ups 

were soft, hers were hard. But of course members 

of a family did vary like this. I'd seen it often. 

Then the man at the head of the table was 

rising. So this was Wayne's father, the head of 

this strange household, and the master of this 

beautiful house. He was a big man, well over six 

feet and heavy but not with fat. You somehow 

knew he was a man of lean hard muscle. His head 

was big, the way a lion's head is big and with that 

kind of strength. His hair was thick with waves, 

as Wayne's was, but it was lighter than Wayne's 

though with the same copper Ughts. His eyes 

were blue though sharper, keener and lighter 

than his son's. His nose was rugged, his mouth, 

just now smiling—you knew could become tight 

- t'i m-lipped, if not cruel. He was the only 

man there who didn't look incongruous in his 
dinner jacket. 

He pushed back his chair and came toward us 
holomg out a huge hand. 

"Wayne, my son, you're very late. Was it— 
trouble? His voice was big and booming like the 
rest of him. But his keen eyes searched Wayne's 
face like knives slicing away to read his mind 

Wayne grinned. "Everything's fine, but it took 
time to find Miss—er—Perez ,** 

c I stiffened. } le'd paused just long enough be¬ 
fore the name to remind me that he knew it 
wasn t my real name and if I didn't play along 
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with him he'd—well, he'd not play along with 
me. I looked up at him, letting him see my eyes so 
he'd know I was agreeing with him. Not that, 
right then, I had much choice. 

Meeting my glance he smiled. Such a wonder¬ 
ful smile curving his lips, putting a radiance into 
his whole face. 

"Miss Ramona Perez," he said clearly, "this is 
my faiher, Jason Scott. Miss Perez, Father, is the 
girl you asked me to find to be a—friend—to 
Jane/' j 

I don't need a friend!" The words were almost 
a scream, the voice raw and coarse. "I'm doing 
dam' fine the way I am. Take her away. Send her 
back where she came from." 

Jane," said Jason Scott. That was all. Just the 
one word. Her name. 

She wilted. She sank back into her chair and, 
for a second, her head drooped. But only for a 
second. The next instant she'd whipped it up 
again, and such venomous hatred poured out of 
those green eyes that 1 could feel it prickling 
through my veins. 

Then Jason Scott was saying quietly, "Wel¬ 
come to Barranco Grande, Miss Perez. We need 
you here and I hope you'll be happy. Will you 
join us at dinner?" 

"I'm not dressed for—■" I was embarrassed. 
Not only was I not dressed for dinner—I had no 
clothes with me to change to, for dinner or any¬ 
thing else. 

Wayne, of course, knew how hungry 1 was, 
and was the first to tell me to join them as I was 
and not to worry. So, after washing up a bit and 
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smoothing my hair with my hands (I didn't even 
have a comb) I took the newly laid place at the 
table, at the right hand of Jason Scott. 

With a general wave of his hand he presented 
I the men at the table and his daughter Jane, in that 
order, Jane as a sort of after-thought. The men 
apparently had no surnames; if they did Jason 
Scott didn't mention them. None of them had 
risen when I'd come into the room, and none of 
them rose now. All I got from each was a short 
nod and a lot of glittering curiosity. 

A man named Harry sat beside Wayne, who 
was at his father's left opposite me. Harry had 
thick shoulders and a bull neck. His hair was 
f sandy and rough enough so that it might or might 
not have been combed. His eyes were dark and 
tucked too close together on either side of a nose 
j that looked as if it had been broken at some time. 

Next to him sat a man named Bill. Bill had 
straw-colored hair and a freckled face that was 
! framed by extra large ears that left his head too 
quickly and went out into the world too far. 

Then came Jane in her cloud of pink tulle out of 
which her face rose, with its windblown skin and 
cropped mud-colored hair. Was I really sup¬ 
posed to make a "lady" out of—this? How on 
earth could I? 

I On Jane's left was one of the men who needed 
a shave. His hair was gray and so was the stubble 
on the chin that stuck out belligerently from an 
underslung jaw. His eyes were gray like his hair 
and, like the eyes of the other men, eyed me with 
a glitter that was, I realized suddenly, more than 
curiosity. His name was Dan. 
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Com, the fourth man, sat beside me and in the 
swift glance I was able to give him all I could see 
was a shock of bright red hair that stood out, like 
a bush in bad need of pruning, from a face that 
was round and red and, the only face that did, 
was grinning at me. 

I pulled my own chair out and sat down in it. 
And then—oh, bliss and joy!—came the food. 
And good food it was. Jason Scott might have nol 
manners and no trick of wearing dinner clothes 
but he had known how to hire a cook. And of 
course, judging by the dignified Stanhope, he 
knew about butlers too. And housemen. A 
houseman served us, another houseman re¬ 
moved our plates. Were there no maids? Was 
there no housekeeper? Did jane manage this es¬ 
tablishment? And—was Jane the only female in 
this house? She certainly was the only one I'd 
seen. 

But then I remembered suddenly that this had 
been the place Maria, the Indian girl at Tesuque, 
was coming to. This was the place she'd wanted 
to bring me because "they needed someone like 
me." That's what she'd said. So somewhere in 
this luxurious house Maria must be. The thought 
was warmly comforting. 

It's amazing what food can do. As the meal 
progressed, as the courses came and went, lovely 
renewed strength flowed through me and I felt 
my whole attitude change. My spirits lifted and 
that pale, hungry, frightened girl who had come 
into the! ouse seemed suddenly not to have been 
me at all, but some weak and silly stranger whom 
I'd rather not admit to knowing. 
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Now this whole thing became a high adven¬ 
ture. This beautiful house, these ridiculous 
men—so raw and rough in their perfectly tailored 
evening clothes. Why were they playing such a 
silly game? Who were they all, anyhow? And 
then, when their stomachs were full—they'd 
eaten (we all had) in complete silence—they 
began to talk. 

And they spoke in English, Both Wayne and 
his father had used Spanish and apparently they 
all assumed I spoke nothing else. It never oc¬ 
curred to them that, along with French, I had had 
a thorough grounding of English in school. 

So when Bill, down the table beside Jane, 
mumbled something and I realized it was En¬ 
glish, I turned, prepared to take part in whatever 
conversation there might be. 

I didn't. In that first instant ! was too shocked 
to speak—and then it was too late. For me to let 
these men know that I knew what they were 
saying would have slain me with em¬ 
barrassment—though probably they would 
have roared with delighted laughter. 

^or they were analyzing me—my face, my fig¬ 
ure, my emotions—and Jane was taking part in 
all this as if she were another man. 

My cheeks got hot with my embarrassment. I 
took sips of water, I tried to hide behind my 
napkin—and then Wayne came to my rescue. 

'Miss Perez," his firm voice cut through the 
other voices, "you must be very tired. Would you 
like to be shown to your rooms?" 

He spoke in English. He had guessed. So, very 
clearly in English I answered him. 
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"Thank you—I am tired. It would be very good 
to rest." I 

We rose together and left the room together. 
And as we left the men, shocked for an instant 
into si lence, let out such a roar of laughter that the 
very walls seemed to shake. 






CHAPTER IV 


My hot cheeks cooled slowly. Wayne led me back 
into the great hall and to the gate at the head of 
the downward curving stairs. His hand at my 
elbow was gentle and I felt his apology even 
before he put it into words. 

"You'll have to learn to overlook the men," he 
said quietly. This is why my father is so con¬ 
cerned about my sister Jane. This roughness is all 

she's ever known." He stooped a little to lift the 
latch on the gate, 

1 said, "But you—you're different." 

I ve been away." His voice was low, almost a 
whisper. -ather sent me to Harvard. I 
graduated last month and—came home." His 
tone was suddenly bitter. His smile had gone. 
The lips had thinned. 

Puzzled, I said, "You didn't like Harvard? But 
I've heard-" 

"Oh, Harvard's all right. Harvard's fine. But I 
should never have left here. Never. Jane was 
right to refuse to go to school. She' \ never know 

now-" He stopped, so suddenly, it was as if 

he'd slammed a door and locked it. Then he said, 
in a flat, impersonal tone, "Come, we re going 
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down this way." He opened the gate and guided 
me through it. 

The stairs were wide and beautiful, following a 
gracious curve. There was no railing for none was 
needed. The steps were shallow and the width 
made everything safe. We walked down side by 
side slowly, and the beauty of the square hall 
beiow seemed to rise to meet us. Ii was lit by 
silver sconces, the candlelight flickering on walls 
paneled in some golden wood. Persian rugs lay in 
rich pools of color on a gleaming floor aria, to the 
right and to the left, wide low archways opened 
into branching corridors. 

At the foot of the stairway he paused. I'll ring 
for a maid," he said, and pulled a jingling clump 
of small brass bells that hung there conveniently, 
suspended from the ceiling. 

Instantly, as if she had been waiting for the 
sound, a maid appeared from a doorway farther 
down the corridor we were facing and came to¬ 
ward us with short swift steps. Maria! I was so 
glad to see iier I almost cried out her name. 
Then—by now she was in the candle-lit hall—I 
saw her eyes. They were flat; no recognition in 
them. But there was—what? A flash of warning? I 
bit my lips and her name died in my throat. 

Beside me Wayne said, "This is Maria, Miss 
Perez. I am glad it was she who came. She will 
make you a very suitable maid—I will tell my 
father and I'm sure he will agree." He turned to 
Maria. "Stanhope told you to prepare rooms for 
Miss Perez? Then will you take her to them." 1 le 
turned back to me. "I hope you rest well." He half 
turned away then turned back, "You are with- 
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out—er—luggage. I think, if you don't object, 
Maria had better find some things of my 
sister's—just for this emergency. Later we 
can—do better for you." 

"Thank you," I said. And Maria bobbed a 
curtsy. Then Wayne had gone and I was being led 
down the corridor to the door Maria had just 
come out of. 

It w'as, of course, on the right of that corridor. I 
discovered that all the doors were on the right, 
each one marked by a pair of wall sconces with 
their flickering candles. On the left side of the 
corridor there was an unbroken wall paneled in 
that same golden wood. No doors at all—at least I 
thought so then. 

Maria was standing beside the door she had 
opened, waiting for me to go in. I stepped past 
her—and gasped with delight. A lovelier room I 
had seldom seen. !t was a sitting room, gay with a 
chintz that was full of flowers and the bright 
plumage of birds. The far wall, opposite the door 
where I stood, was almost entirely windows, 
casement windows with leaded, diamond panes. 
Underneath them were low r bookcases and, 
placed with their backs to the room, were tw^o or 
three deep wicker chairs and a chaise longue. 
Apparently there was a view from those win¬ 
dows worth looking at. Just now there was 
nothing beyond but blank, thick darkness. 

Maria closed the door and moved toward the 
windows. I followed her. 

"Nobody can hear us now," she was almost 

whispering. "I-" She shook her head. 

"Maybe they better not know we—that 
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we're-" she stumbled and the shyness I'd met 

first back in Tesuque Pueblo brought her hand to 
her eyes. 

“That we're friends, Maria? You think they'd 
better not know that?" 

Yes—yes!" her hand dropped, her eyes met 
mine eagerly. “We are friends," she repeated. 

But how you get here? You said—you told us at 

home-“ She looked at me steadily, her dark 

eyes searching mine. And I learned my first les¬ 
son about Indians. They demanded honesty. 
They'd had too much of lying, of deceit. It was 
truth they wanted, if you hoped to be a friend. 

So I told her the truth, as much as I could. I told 
her I'd gotten lost; that the horse her father had 
sold me had bolted when she'd seen the rattle¬ 
snake; and that Wayne had found me and 
brought me here. 

She nodded. And then to show me she was not 
fooled she said, “You're tired now. You go to 
bed. Some other time you tell me—more." 

For some reason, I suddenly felt ashamed. But 
she had turned away to lead me toward another 
doorway that connected this sitting room with 
the bedroom beyond. 

I paused on the threshold to look at it. It was 
just as charming as the sitting room. They be¬ 
longed together, as the two rooms of a suite 
should , It was done in the palest shades of shell- 
pi nk—the brocade of the chaise longue, the vel¬ 
vet of chair seats and cushions, the softly falling 
light, the silk draperies at the windows. Every¬ 
thing else—the walls, the rugs, the furniture 
itself—was a delicate glowing ivory. S he bed was 
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a sleigh-bed, its rolling headboard garlanded 
with roses, 

I said, delighted, “Maria, what a lovely room!" 

\ ler glance ski mmed it, and something smooth 
dosed over her face. "All rooms in this house 
lovely," she muttered, and turned away from me 
to prepare the bed. I watched her, puzzled at the 
sudden way she'd closed herself off from me. 
Then I forgot her and laughed. 

"Maria! Pink silk sheets! What fun!" We had 
linen in my father's house, beautiful, fine, heav¬ 
ily embroidered and monogrammed linen—but 
not silk. I'd never slept between silk. 

Maria said, "Nothing but silk in this house. 
Everybody sleep in silk." 

I stopped and stared at her. Into my m i nd there 
jumped suddenly a vivid picture of those men at 
the dinner table, half-shaven, probably un¬ 
washed, their red faces peeking coyly above pas¬ 
tel colored silk sheets. 1 began to laugh, and I 
laughed and laughed. It began because all this 
seemed so terribly funny, but as my laughter rose 
and my stomach muscles began to ache with it, I 
recognized near-hysteria. I bit my lip, pulled in 
deep breaths, and forced myself to stop. 

Maria nodded. She had been watching me, her 
dark eyes grave. Now she shook her head. 

"You should not laugh. Miss Ramona. It is not 
funny. There is nothing funny about this house. 
Nothing." She turned her back to me to arrange 
the pillows on the bed. 

I stared at her. Wiiat was she trying to tell me? 
Was that a warning I felt in her tone? But what 
was she warning me of? After all, she had been 
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the first to suggest that I come here. Which shows 
how little I knew of Indians—then. 

I said, ''Maria-" But, swinging to face me, 

she interrupted me swiftly. 

"When you run away. Miss Ramona, you bring 
no clothes at all? Nothing?" 

My mouth opened, my eyes spread. I'm sure 
my face was blank with astonishment. Maria 
smiled, then laughed out loud. 

"We all guess you ran away—my father, my 
mother, all of us. How else would a lady like you 

be all alone, and getting herself lost? But-" 

she crossed to me swiftly and touched my arm, 
"we all keep your secret. We like you. We not tell. 
If anyone comes hunting, my father says we will 
not speak. We will not even understand 
Spanish." Her dark eyes, meeting mine, spar¬ 
kled, bright with the fun of intrigue and knowing 
a secret. 

I said, "Thank you, Maria," and felt my throat 
thicken. Such sweet and simple and unexpected 
loyalty. 

"So," said Maria briskly, "I bring you what you 
need from Miss Jane's room. She has a—a great 
much. And she wears none of it, nothing but 
pants and shirt like men." 

"She had on a beautiful dress at dinner." 

"She look like a clown," said Maria and van¬ 
ished out the door. 

In a minute she was back, her arms loaded. 
Two or three daytime dresses, a couple of dinner 
gowns, nightclothes, underclothes, shoes dan¬ 
gling from her fingers, silver toilet articles bal¬ 
anced on top. She dumped the whole business 
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on the bed. They were beautiful things, elegant 
things. But i looked at them now, suddenly ap¬ 
palled. Slowly I walked over to the bed and lifted 
one of the dresses. A lovely soft green silk after¬ 
noon thing. I held it up in front of me, turning to 
the tall mirror. Helplessly I looked at Maria. 

She burst out laughing, her eyes dancing, her 
whole face merry. 

' But Maria, what am ! going to do? jane is so 
much taller than I," I wailed. "And her 
shoulders-" 

Maria, seeing my disappointment, had 
stopped laughing and now she ran to me, taking 
the d ress from my hands, her eyes all sympathy. 

"No trouble," she said soberly, "Really no 
trouble at all. You try on one dress—this dress 
maybe—and I pin and tuck and find out what to 
do. I sew very good. I have two friends here who 
sew good too. We taught at school by a nice lady 
who liked us. We know how. We fix/' 

So we tried things on and Maria measured and 
pinned with supplies she'd brought in, and 
amazingly she did seem to know what she was 
doing. 

Finally, when I was so exhausted I didn't see 
how I cou d stand another minute, she was satis¬ 
fied. We agreed that she shoe id take one thing at 
a time and hang the rest in the closets. I also had 
discovered that the casual clothes were not the 
problem i had imagined them to be, 

You wear Levi's and shirt like Miss Jane," said 
Maria. "I make shirt fit and I find smaller pair of 

Levi's for you. Boots-" She looked dubiously 

at Jane's boots. Beautiiul tooled leather, shining 
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graceful toes—but big. "I tell Mr. Wayne these 
don't fit. He find others. Mr. Wayne, he can do 
anything. He fix." 

I nodded. I was too weary to do anything else, 
even to think any more. Maria saw this and was 
instantly sympathetic, 

"I run you a nice hot bath and then I get you 
some warm milk and little sandwiches for after 
you get in bed. You like that?" 

"I'll love it, Maria—you're a darling." 

AndI did love every minute of it, from the long 
delicious soak in the tubful of hot water (Maria 
had even produced bath salts for me) through the 
toweling and powdering to the moment when 1 
lifted the cloud of lace and chiffon that was a 
nightdress over my head and let it slip down over 
me. Then, my feet in pale pink feathered mules I 
ran to the bed and slid between those luscious 
silk sheets. I curled my toes against them and 
laughed in sheer delight at the elegance of the 
whole thing. 

Maria, true to her word, brought in a silver 
ditcher of milk and a glass of etched crystal. The 
Little sandwiches were on a silver plate with a 
delicately embroidered napkin thrown over 
them. 

Then, with a small wave of her hand and a 
gentle good-night she was gone and I was alone. 

Maria had blown out the tall candles in the wall 
sconces and had lit instead a small lamp on my 
bedside table that could blow out myself when 
the time came. But that time had not come yet. I 
was too deliciously comfortable to want to do 
anything but lie there and savor it. Only the night 




COMPANION TO EVIL 


49 


before my horse and I had been homeless and 
wandering. Now, no doubt, the little horse was 
home in her corral at Tesuque where, both Maria 
and I were sure, she'd found her way, while I lay 
here safe and well-fed and cared for in greater 
luxury than I'd ever known even in my father's 
lovely old house. 

1 stretched, took a sip of milk and a nibble of 
sandwich and, my eyelids suddenly heavy and 
the beautiful peace of relaxation spreading 
through me, 1 blew out the lamp and gave myself 
up to the soft darkness and sleep. 

1 don't know how long I slept when, as sud¬ 
denly as if] d been plunged into cold water, I was 
sitting up in bed, my heart rumping, my finger¬ 
tips Ike ice. 

What had jerked me so wildly awake? Some¬ 
thing loud. Something shaking. Something ter¬ 
rifying. But—what? 

I sat there, my nerves taut with listening, my 
eyes staring into the darkness. Toward the win¬ 
dows, a wall of windows as there was in the 
sitting room, there was the deep night-biue of a 
sky, thickly spangled with silver stars. But there 
was no more than this. Where was the full moon 
that had sailed the sky the night before? Could it 
have risen, reached the meridian and already 
dropped behind the Jemez Mountains? They 
were big solid mountains and we were in them. 
Probably the higher peaks on the west would 
make for an early setting of either sun or moon. 
But I wanted to see if I were right—besides I 
wanted to look out those windows. They drew 
me for some reason. 
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I swung my feet over the edge of the bed and 
groped for my slippers. Then I pattered toward 
the windows. A great deal of my alarm had sub¬ 
sided and l concluded that probably a lot of it had 
been due to my being waked up with such a jerk, 
though I still wondered what had wakened me. 
As I went toward the windows, it occurred to me 
that the sound, whatever it was, had come from 
outside the house and not from inside. 

I reached the windows and drew aside the fluff 
of soft silk curtains. I'd been right. There was no 
moon but there was a wash of light that showed 
where she was hiding and there was the great 
silhouette of a rearing mountaintop in front of 
her. My eyes swept the sky, loving the closeness 
and dazzling brilliance of the stars as I always 
did. Then I looked down. 

Directly below me was another roof, and below 
that another, and another. Then came shadows 
from some depth I couldn't see—though I re¬ 
membered the great bowl of grass I'd seen when 
Wayne had paused before he'd dropped from the 
trail toward the house. And I remembered too the 
dark slash across the middle of it that 1 d assumed 
was a river bordered by trees. I tried to find that 
slash now, looking down from my window, but I 
could see nothing but thick impenetrable dark¬ 
ness. 

And then, suddenly, I saw everything. In a 
blinding, flaring flash of light I saw the great bowl 
and the split down its center—and then, shaking 
the house, crashing into my ears, came the roar. 
A terrible sound. The whole earth, even the sky 
itself, seemed to quake with it. Then it was gone. 
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The light was gone. The sound was gone. Dark¬ 
ness again settled. The stars shone clear. 

But ! stood there frozen, the soft stuff of the 
curtains gripped in my icy hands. What was hap¬ 
pening down there? What were those men-— 
Harry and Bill and Dan and Tom—doing? Or 
weren't they doing it? Was this rumble that shook 
the earth something that was happening in spite 
of them? I remembered suddenly all the stories 
I'd heard of round peaceful valleys, just like this 
one, that had been, thousands of years ago, the 
craters of active volcanoes. Was this such a 
crater—coming to life? 

But no, it couldn't be. A crater coming to life 
would spew up lava. This had been nothing like 
an eruption. This had been a flash, an explosion. 
But why? And what for? 

Suddenly the utter strangeness of this house 
swept over me. The beauty; the luxury; those 
awful men—and Jane. Hard-faced, swearing 
Jane, her green eyes full of hate, that I was sup¬ 
posed to turn into a lady. 

What had 1 gotten into? What kind of a fool had 
I been to be so lulled by the feel of silk sheets and 
a few sandwiches on a silver plate? 

1 went back to bed. I slid once more into its 
smooth softness. But it was a long time before 
sleep came to me. I was too coldly in the grip of 
the first fright I had known in that house. 
Though, in comparison with the terrors that 
came later, it was a mild and gentle thing. 

But I did not know that then. Nor did I realize 
that, if I had known, there was nothing I could 
have done about it. . . . 



CHAPTER V 


I woke to the golden light of a bright morning and 
a sense of movement in my room, I lifted my 
head, and Maria smiled at me. 

"Good morning—you slept well? I brought 
your breakfast." 

"Thank you; I'm hungry." I avoided answer¬ 
ing the first part of her question. I didn't 
know what to say. Did I dare ask her about that 
shaking explosion during the night? Or had I 
better wait—for what? Until I knew more? Un¬ 
derstood better? 

As if she guessed all that was rolling in my 
mind, she said again, "You slept well, Miss 
Ramona?" 

And when I still hesitated she prodded me, 
"Did any noise disturb you?" 

"I woke up," I admitted finally. "There was 
an—explosion, Maria. I—I——" More words 
simply would not come. I was so unsure of what, 
or how much, I should say. 

She said quietly, "Yes; they were—clearing 
more of the stumps out. They—cut the trees and 
then blast out the stumps. They do it at night 
because they're too busy during the day. 1 should 
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have told you to expect this but it is not done 
every night and I didn't think to explain." 

I nodded. It all sounded very reasonable—but I 
didn't believe it. S don't know why. Knowing 
Maria and her strong feeling about telling the 
truth l should have taken this explanation with¬ 
out any question. But I didn't. Then it occurred to 
me that she might think she was telling the 
truth—-maybe she was repeating what had been 
told her—but I couldn't make myself believe this 
stump business. If it were merely stumps why do 
it at night? Daylight would certainly make the job 
easier. But there was small sense in wondering 
about it now. I had other things to think about. 
The day was before me—and what would it hold? 
And besides here was my breakfast, and 1 was 
hungry. 

I sat up so Maria could bank me with pillows. 
And, as she bent over me, I saw her eyes—wide 
and dark with fear and deep with the same shak¬ 
ing terror I'd felt myself when I'd seen the blast of 

ght and felt the earth shake the night before. 

I said, "Maria— 

She said, "I hope you like your breakfast, Miss 
Ramona. Til come back to remove the tray." 

And she was gone—swiftly, silently, the door 
closing with a click behind her. 

I settled to my breakfast thoughtfully. It was, 
indeed, a good breakfast. Hot muffins, tender 
and fluffy; a mound of scrambled eggs, soft as a 
cloud; coffee so fragrant the very odor was intox¬ 
icating, and a silver bowl of fruit, with a knife 
whose ivory handle was carved in delicate vines 
and flowers. 
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I ate slowly, still blinking and wondering—but 
before I'd finished I had something else to won¬ 
der about. 

Maria returned, not only for the tray but to tell 
me that Mr. Jason Scott was waiting for me in the 
library. So—my employer would explain to me 
my duties. And how was 1 to behave? I (the 
Estrellita de Peralta part of me) had certainly no 
idea how any girl should behave being inter¬ 
viewed for the position of—what? A governess to 
a girl probably my own age? A companion? And 
then I found myself actually giggling. A lady- 
trainer, that's what I was supposed to be. A 
lady-trainer. 

Maria, fortunately, didn't hear me giggle. She 
was half buried in a closet getting the dress she 
had fixed for me. I was glad—it would have been 
a little hard for me to explain to her why I thou glut 
training Jane to be a lady was funny. 

But a little later, facing the huge and undeni¬ 
ably handsome Jason Scott in his library, it didn't 
seem to me so funny. It seemed pathetic. He was 
so terribly in earnest about it. And, I felt, proba¬ 
bly for the first time in his life, helpless. 

The library was a beautiful room, the walls 
lined with books (who read them?), the air fra¬ 
grant with bowls of flowers (where did all these 
fresh flowers come from?) and the usual wall of 
windows hung with crimson brocade, the color 
blending with the deep-piled rugs on the 
polished floor. 

Jason Scott was seated at the far side of a dark, 
heavily carved table, the padded back of his huge 
leather chair rising behind his head. 
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He rose as I entered the room. (Could Wayne 
have mentioned that rising was the thing to do? 
Wayne, after four years at Harvard, certainly 

knew.) ; 

"Good morning. Miss Perez, You slept well?" 
How concerned they all were about this! But th is 
time I didn't hesitate. 

"Very well, thank you," 1 told him. And I 

smiled at him brightly. . t i 

He answered with a smile—it was a nice one 
but, I noticed, it didn't get into his eyes. Then he 
waved his hand toward a chair and 1 sat in it. 

For a minute or two after that lie said nothing. 
When I finally glanced at him he was fumbling 
with a paper knife he'd picked up, turning it end 
to end and then bending it, or trying to. And his 
face, slightly lowered as he stared at the knife, 
was painfully scarlet. The poor man was agoniz¬ 
ingly embarrassed. Obviously he had far less ex¬ 
perience interviewing a git ! like me than I had 
talking with a man like him. So I took a deep 
breath and gathered the reins of th is conversation 
into my own hands. 

"You mentioned at dinner that you would like 
me to be a friend to your daughter, ]ane. I'll be 
very glad to—to do anything I can." 

His head lifted. He dropped the paper knife. 
The red began to ebb from his face. 

"Yes, Yes, that's what I want—but' there's 
more to it than that." 

"Your son told me." 1 went on helping him. 
"He explained that your daughter had been 
brought up with men and you relt it was time she 
became-" I hesitated. Would I embarrass him 
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more, the poor confused, helpless man! if I went 
on? But he said it for me. 

"I want her to be made into a lady. A real lady. 
Like you. Can it be done? Can you do it?" 

I hesitated—and I didn't want to. I wanted to 
assure him quickly and positively that I could 
turn his Jane into a perfect lady in—maybe three 
weeks? But such an atrociously false hope 
snagged in my throat. Didn't the poor man know 
that it had taken generations of aristocratic fore¬ 
bears to make me what I was? Did he think —could 
he think—that a lady was turned out the way 
you'd mold a clay bowl on a potter's wheel? 

And as if he read my thoughts, he said, "I 
know what i'm asking, Miss Perez. I realize more 
of the problem than you think I do. But—I'll tell 
you this. My daughter has better blood in her 
veins than you'd think, just looking at iter—or 
me. It's not Spanish blood like yours, and I know 
in this part of the country it's the old Spanish 
families that are important. But it's good. I Ier 
mother and I—we both came from Virginia. 
Good stock. Our people fought in the 
Revolution—on the side of freedom. We're 
proud of it. And her mother. Miss Perez, was a 
lady—a real lady. She—she died when Jane was 
bom. Maybe bringing her out here was too much 
for her. We didn't have money then. It was a hard 
journey. Maybe I ought not to have—such a 
rough country—I couldn't give her more than a 
cabin. I-" 

Please, Mr. Scott," I interrupted him flatly. 
He was tearing himself apart. This big tough man 
would work himself into tears in another minute. 
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Please—I'm sure we can help your daughter. 
And I'm sure too that your wife must have loved 
New Mexico. The su n light is so healing, the air so 
invigorating—I'm sure she must have been 
happy here. And I'm sure too that she would 
never have been happy back in Virginia if she'd 
let you come out here alone." 

He looked at me quickly and this time his smile 
made his eyes as blue as his son's. 

"You know, you're right," he said. And then 
he added, "She loved me." 

"Of course she did. And now let's plan about 
Jane. First—do you wish me to speak with her in 
English, as we are doing now, or in Spanish, 
which it might be well for her to learn?" 

"She speaks some Spanish," he said. "But I 
guess, maybe not the kind she should. She's 
picked it up from the men here and—well—you 
heard a sample of their talk last night when— 
when they didn't know you understood English. 
I'm sorry about that, Miss Perez." 

I wondered if I dared suggest that it might be 
better if the men ate somewhere else—but that 
wouldn't do now, I was sure. Whatever 1 did to 
improve things and help Jane would have to be 
done with great tact and thought out carefully 
beforehand. 

Jason Scott said, "Suppose I send lane in here 
and you can figure out the rest of the things with 
her. I—I guess you'll find her—I mean she 
wouldn't go away to school the way her brother 

did and I guess-" Once more the poor man 

was floundering. 

I said, "Would you like me to teach her— 
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whatever she'd like to learn? I'm not really a 
teacher but I'm only a year out of school and I 
have a very good memory so if—you'd like me 

to-" 

"I'd like it very much. And now-" i le stood 

up and abruptly all confused hesitancy fell from 
him. He was his own man again. This terrible 
ordeal he'd been floundering through was over. 
His head was high, his shoulders square. 

"I'll send Jane in here/' he announced. "Thank 
you. Miss Perez." And he strode to the door with 
such firm tread that I fully expected the floor to 
tremble. It didn't. ! he house might well have 
been built for this giant of a man. 

I waited. But only for a moment. Then the door 
swung back with such force that it slammed 
against the wall. And in the doorway stood Jane. 
Her head high, her chin thrust forward, her legs 
wide, her hands half jammed in the pockets of 
her riding pants—the kind of denim riding pants 
that men wore. Her shirt was a man's shirt too, 
plaid and unbuttoned at her throat. Her hair— 
that drab-colored hair—had been pulled back 
and coiled in a knot. Her face, scrubbed clean, 
showed high cheekbones that made faint 
shadows on the cheeks, and her green eyes still 
blazed with hate. 

She stood there and glared at me. She said 
nothing and, for a minute, neither did I. How on 
earth was I going to make friends with this girl 
who was as full of spines as a porcupine? 

Finally I smiled. The only way to begin was to 
completely ignore her belligerence. So, not 







COMPANION TO EVIL 


59 


bothering with the niceties of good-morning- 
what-a-lovely-day, 1 said,' Do you know, Jane, I 
wish you'd teach me how to ride the way you 
ride. I do a lot of riding but it's the silly sort of 
side-saddle thing. Your way must be a lot bet¬ 
ter." I watched her, keeping my eyes wide and 
friendly and holding the smile. 

For a minute 1 thought she was going to sneer 
at me. Her lips began to curl, and then the flattery' 
of my request and the fun she thought she might 
have in showing me up for the weakling I seemed 
to be was too much for her. She grinned. 

"I'll teach you—hell's bells. I'll teach you all 
right. You got any pants you can wear?" 

"I haven't any clothes of my own at all, Jane— 
I'm wearing yours. I was told to borrow some and 
Maria found them for me. I'm very grateful to 

you, Jane. So-" I smiled some more, "would 

you have a pair of pants for me too?" I didn't tell 
her Maria and I had already made plans—let her 
have her fun. 

"Sure, sure ! got lots of j?ants. Shirts too. We'll 
you out. What kind of a horse you want? 
We've got dozens of 'em." 

"I really only need one—at least one at a time." 

I laughed and I was rewarded with an answering 
sparkle from those green eyes. And then I said 
sort of wickedly, "I suppose you'd advise a kind 
of gentle horse to start with, wouldn't you?" 

She looked at me for a minute and 1 could see 
exactly what was going on in her rebellious, 
scheming mind. Did she dare put me on a good 
wild pony and watch all the delicious (to her) 
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things that would happen to me? Or would it be 
the better part of wisdom to see to it that nothing 
happened to me—and be safe with her father? 

Finally she said, "We got just the horse for you, 
111 tell Pete—he's our stable-man." 

1 said, "Thank you," and wondered which of 
the alternatives she'd been playing with was the 
one she'd chosen. 

Twenty minutes later, properly garbed in 
pants and a plaid shirt and boots (thanks to Maria 
and Wayne!) ! was astride a wiry tough little 
mustang. So 1 knew she hadn't been able to resist 
the uproarious side-show she was sure I'd put 
on. 

But I said nothing. ) merely admired his glossy 
coat and asked her how to mount explaining I'd 
been used to just sliding onto a saddle, so how 
did I get my leg over? 

She was delighted to show me, and also de¬ 
lighted to point out how awkward I was and to 
sneer, with a touch of profanity, at anyone who 
rode side-saddle. 

1 agreed with her heartily and managed finally 
to sit the saddle so she approved. Then she 
swung up into her own saddle and we were of f. 

That little saucy mustang lost no time in offer¬ 
ing me her opinion of myself. She had no use for 
me. And, with no time wasted, she was going to 
get rid of me. She reared, she bucked, she tossed 
her head and kicked her heels. And I? I dug in my 
knees and stuck like glue. 

Jane might think she was playing a game with 
me, but I knew I was playing a game with her. It 
was very true that I'd never ridden other than in a 
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skirt and side-saddle. But it was also true that I 
knew horses thoroughly—my father had seen to 
that. When I was three he began introducing me 
to horse flesh. When I was five he began having 
me groomed to ride in small, very private horse 
shows that he and his friends put on for their own 
amusement. And in a case in my room at home 
were all the silver cups I'd won. 

So, astride, I was as much a part of this impu¬ 
dent little mustang as I'd ever been in a skirt, 
mounted on my own Arabian mare. And being a 
smart little horse the mustang recognized this. 
My hand on her reins, my knees gripping her, left 
her in no doubt. So the show, while riotously 
good, didn't last more than two or three minutes, 
if that long. Then she came down for the last time 
and stood very still, letting me know we under¬ 
stood each other. I leaned forward and patted her 
neck. 

Ja le said, "Good God 'a'mighty!" and pulled 
in her breath. 

I turned and looked at her. 1 ler face was shin- 
ing. Her eyes were glowing. Excited admiration 
was like a halo around her. Then she saw me 
looking at her and she tried to hide it all but she 
couldn't. She turned away, veered her horse 
around and began to lead the way. I followed, up 
the trail behind the house and on up the moun¬ 
tain. It might take me a long time to come to the 
same sort of understanding with Jane as I had 
with my little mustang but, definitely, I'd taken a 
pretty long stride in that direction. 

At the top of the side trail, where it lifted over 
the rim of the bowl of valley behind us I pu! led in 
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as Wayne had the night before, and turned to 
look over all I'd wanted to see from my window 
when, out of the darkness, the explosion had 
flashed and then rocked the very ground. 

Directly below me were the wide flat rooSs of 
the house itself in colorful slabs, great terraces 
that dropped as the sides of the valley bowl 
dropped. Green and blue and • ed and yellow, the 
tiles of the roofs glimmered in the morning sun. 
And beyond there was the glitter of glass. 
Greenhouses. Two or three big ones. So that was 
where the flowers and fruit came from. Of 
course—any place as elegant as this one would 
have its own hothouse, 1 should have known. 

Then my eyes dropped to the floor of the val¬ 
ley, a long distance below. Thick grass was wav¬ 
ing down there—and cows! Quite a herd of them, 
small from this height, but definitely cows, their 
coppery coats shining in the sunlight that, now in 
mid-morning poured down on them. Though it 
wouldn't for long. The sides of the valley-bowl, 
the surrounding forest itself, would bring creep¬ 
ing shadow. 

Then my eager gaze jumped to that dark green 
slash that crossed the center of this great 
meadow. That slash was the thing I was curious 
about. What was it? Why had the explosion come 
from there? Was it a river, as I'd thought at first or 
was it—something else! I stared at it but could 
make out nothing but the tops of trees. There was 
no gleam of water, no break in that dark mass. 1 
turned to Jane to ask about it. 

She was staring at me, her face a mask, her 
mouth tight, her green eyes completely closed, 
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though they were wide open. I decided to ask 
nothing, since, obviously, no question would be 
answered. If Jane ever told me all 1 was increas¬ 
ingly curious to know it would be in her own 
good time. Just now my job was to become her 
friend. So I smiled at her happily and waved a 
hand in a wide gesture. 

"What a beautiful valley that is/' I said cheer¬ 
fully, "and so big—those cows down there look 
like toys." 

Watching her, and still hanging on to my nice 
pretty smile, I saw her relax, saw the tight hard¬ 
ness go out of her face and her eyes become clear 
again. My curiosity squirmed. 

So I thought, there is something to defend down 
there. There is some secret that demands being kept . 
And I determined, with a fierceness that sur¬ 
prised me, to find out what it was. 

We rode up into the mountain, higher and 
higher. Sometimes following a clear trail, some¬ 
times taking off through the tall straight trunks of 
pine trees where the hoofs of our horses trod 
softly as if the thick carpet of pine needles were 
piled velvet. And sometimes we came across 
streams and arroyos where, on the sliding peb¬ 
bles and small rocks, the horses went down one 
side and up the other, sure-footed as goats. 

Finally high up, she led me into a clearing and 
we pulled in. I gasped—and then sat very still. 
The clearing was at the top of a cliff that dropped 
sheer and, far below the whole desert valley was 
spread like a distant, tawny carpet till a long way 
away, it met the rise of the Sangre de Christos, 
whose peaks still showed snow, then, fartiier 
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north theTruchas Peaks reared glitteringly white 
against the turquoise depths of sky. The beauty 
of it all—the space, the emptiness, the color— 
flowed through me like strong wine. Such bril¬ 
liant blues; such golden golds; such deeply rich 
greens—could there be, anywhere else in the 
world, such a beautiful, satisfying, heart warm¬ 
ing land as this? 

Beside me Jane said softly, "You love it too?" 

"I think I more than love it," I told her. "It is 
part of me. Sometimes I wonder how I'd feel 
if—if I ever had to leave it. It's so much a part of 
my heart. It flows with my blood. It's like a 
golden song singing." 

"Gee," said Jane. "I feel like that—but 1 sure 
couldn't say it like you do." 

I smiled at her. "You'll learn," I said gently. 
And, afraid to push my point any farther, I 
turned the little mustang around and started 
back. 

We reached home after luncheon was over so 
Stanhope arranged a tab ! e for us on a sun- 
washed terrace that was really the flat roof of the 
house below (the house where the bedrooms 
were) and we ate by ourselves. 

Jane's table manners were appalling. She had 
none. She ate like a ranch hand—which was, of 
course, just what she was. 

I said nothing. I'd made quite a bit of progress 
with her that morning and I certainly was not 
going to push any advantage I might have 
gained. Jane's bristles, now that I had soothed 
her a little, were lying flat but, like the bristles of a 
porcupine, they'd bush out again, sharply defen- 
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sive, at any word or gesture of mine that was 
wrong. If I were really to become her friend, to 
help her in any way, I'd have to move very 
slowly, be very diplomatic and cautious. 

At least that's what I thought then. But that 
was before either Jane or I had heard the name of 
Doane Jeffers. 
























CHAPTER VI 


The next two days and nights were uneventful, 
though once, during the second night, 1 woke 
with a thick, deep rumble echoing in my ears. I 
sprang out of bed and rushed, barefoot, to the 
windows, but there was nothing there—just the 
pale wash of reflected moonlight at the very rim 
of the valley and quiet unbroken darkness below. 
So I went back to bed and to sleep. 

Jane continued to be friendly enough—up to a 
point. The point being any mention or gesture of 
mine that seemed to suggest teaching of any 
kind, manners or speech or behavior. She was 
having none of any of it. She'd be eager enough 
to ride with me; she'd take a gun along, offering 
to teach me to shoot rabbits and squirrels—an 
offer that I accepted though the very thought of 
killing the bright-eyed softly furry little things 
made me shudder. But I played along with her, 
learning to handle the gun she gave me and duti¬ 
fully practicing marksmanship with a target she 
set up. I didn't like handling guns. The very idea 
of shooting—and killing—anything put a knot in 
my stomach but if it helped with Jane I'd do it. 

And later I was to thank God 1 had. 
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It was at dinner, the second evening, that two 
things Happened. The first was that, as I entered 
the dint rtg room, the men, with a great scraping 
of chairs and shuffling of feet, all rose. They were 
so awkward about it, so red-faced and, I felt, 
angry that my laughter threatened to bubble. But 
I swallowed it and, paying no attention to them, 
took my place at the table on the right of Jason. 
Wayne's place was empty as it had been for the 
two days. 1 (e was obviously away somewhere, 
though no one mentioned where. 

But, though I thought it more tactful to ignore 
the men's angry embarrassment, jason didn't. 

He leaned toward me and, though he whispered, 
it was such a loud hoarse whisper that he might 
as well have shouted. 

1 made 'em do it." He was very pleased and 
proud of himself, "Wayne said it was the thing to 
do—and I made 'em. Did 1 do right?" 

"Quite right," I smiled at him. "And," I 
glanced around the table then, "it was very nice 
of the men to cooperate." To my amazement they 
flushed and looked pleased as children might 
being praised by a teacher. Good gracious, I 
thought, is this going to turn into a finishing school 
for rough diamonds? 

And they were indeed rough. They'd all 
reached across each other to snatch slices of bread 
from the silver bread trays and were busily slap¬ 
ping butter on the whole slices which they'd fit¬ 
ted into the palms of their hands. 

All except Jason, who sat beside me. He had 
passed me the bread and, before he touched his^fV , 
had watched me break off a bit, butter it and take 

/T 
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a small bite. Carefully he had done exactly the 
same thing. i 

This time I didn't even want to laugh. Instead I 
felt the sti ng of tears in my eyes. There was some¬ 
th: ng so touching about th is enormous man mak¬ 
ing such an effort to be an example to the daugh¬ 
ter he wanted to turn into a lady. And, as the 
meal progressed, he continued to watch me and 
to imitate. 

Then, as Summers (I'd discovered this was his 
name) removed the grilled sweetbreads (deli¬ 
cious!) and brought in the main course of juicy 
roast beef, browned potatoes, green beans and 
golden tender squash, I forgot everything else— 
for Wayne had come home; he was entering the 
dining room. And at the sight of him my heart 
jumped so I was ashamed of it. 

I'd had no idea, until that moment, that Wayne 
Scott meant anything to me at all. And this 
seemed to me absurd, i low could a man make 
your heart leap and dance and you not know it 
was going to? I felt my cheeks go hot and it was 
with an effort that i lifted my chin higher and kept 
my eyes from hiding themselves behind my 
lashes, like a silly schoolgirl. 

I was so completely flustered that it wasn't 
until Wayne spoke that I realized he wasn't 
alone. 

"Miss Perez," he was saying, "I'd like to pre¬ 
sent my friend, Doane Jeffers. He is from San 
Francisco—we met at Harvard." 

I bowed slightly, murmuring his name. 

"And my sister, Jane," Wayne went on. 

"Howdy," said Jane, her mouth full of potato. 
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The introductions went on and Wayne led his 
friend down the table to sit on Jane's right. 

Jane, her face red, gave him one look and then 
bent over her plate and began shoveling in her 
food. I watched her for a minute, feeling a sud¬ 
den ac he in my heart—because here was a man, 
this Doane Jeffers, that any girl would want to 
impress favorably. He wasn't handsome but he 
was good looking. A rather square face and a 
strong jaw. What he wanted he'd go after until he 
got it. His nose was strong too and, above gray 
eyes the brown eyebrows had an upward sweep 
to them. His hair was a lighter brown, almost 
blond, with a deep wave in it. But it seemed to 
me, in that first swift glance I gave him, that his 
mouth didn't quite have the strength of the rest of 
his features. A little too deeply curved? A little 
too curled at the corners? I didn't know. And 
maybe 1 was quite wrong. 

But one thing I did know—my instinct shouted 
it. lane was excited about him. And she'd no idea 
w lat to do about it. Immediately, recognizing 
this miracle of an opportunity, my mind began to 
wriggle, making plans. 

Then Wayne smiled at me across the table and I 
forgot everything but the deep blue of his eyes 
and the glow that came into his face when he 
looked at me—which, 1 told myself firmly, meant 
nothing. It was just his way. 

"Is everything going well with you?" he asked. 
"I'm sorry I had to be away these days when 
you'd just come here but I had to meet Doane in 
Santa Fe and—I had business to attend to there 
anyhow." 
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His eyes met mine in a long straight look. The 
glow had left them and they weren't deep any 
more. They were shallow and cold. 

The glow left me, too. The message in those 
eyes was so clear he might just as well have 
shouted it. His "business" in Santa Fe was to find 
out who I was and just what I'd run away from. 
And he'd found out. He knew I was Estrellita de 
Peralta and I knew that, from that moment on, he 
was hanging over my head, on a slender thread, 
the fact that if he wanted to, he could take me 
back to Santa Fe where my father would see to it 
that, without delay, his rebellious daughter mar¬ 
ried Amos Snow. 

The cold—that familiar cold that came 
whenever I thought of Amos Snow—crept 
through me, tinkling my veins with its ice and 
frosting my heart. 

I dropped my eyes and attended to the food on 
my plate. It took all my concentration to keep iny 
hands steady. 

Dessert was served and then something new 
was added. We had coffee in a room I'd never 
been in before, a most elegant room, done in soft 
golds and ivones. Obviously a drawing room and 
a formal one, with its ivory brocades at the same 
wall of windows that, I knew now, overlooked 
the valley. The deep piled go den Aubusson car¬ 
pet, a fireplace, cream-colored and prim, with 
delicate columns upholding the mantel above it 
and, at the far end of the room, a grand piano, 
gleaming a soft gold in the candlelight that shone 
from the many branched candelabra that flanked 
it. 
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v' course ihose four men—Harry, Tom, Dan 
and Hill—had followed after us from the dinner 
table, on orders, I was sure, from Jason. But 
where on earth were these big, rough men in 
their impeccable evening clothes going to sit? 
Would these small gold chairs, these brocaded 
love-seats hold them? And why on earth hadn't 
coffee been served in the library? A far more 
suitable place than this cool and formal drawing 
room. 

And then I found out why. 

"You sing, don't you, Miss Perez?" Jason's 
voice boomed out. "I thought—er—Wayne's 
sriend might like a song or two." 

"I would indeed. Miss Perez," said I)oane Jef¬ 
fers, and it was the first time I'd really heard his 
voice—a warm, deep voice. I wondered if he sang 
too—probably bass. 

I stood up. "I do sing," I admitted. "But only a 
little; you may be disappointed." This was true. 
I'd had singing teachers; Bather had seen to that 
But i only had a light voice, soprano and clear but 
small. But orders from my employer were orders 
so I walked across to the piano. To my surprise 
Wayne and Doane both walked with me. 

"You need someone to turn your music," said 
Wayne. 

"I haven't any music with me,' i told him. I 
glanced up at him and he was laughing down at 
me, as if we shared a smaI! private joke. But what 
joke could there be between Wayne and me? Was 
it a joke to him that he knew who I was and was 
threatening me with the knowledge? 

The piano bench was upholstered in ivory 
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brocade and the slender spindles of its ivory back 
were picked out in gold. I slipped into it and 
settled my skirts. Maria had performed a miracle 
and I was wearing pale yellow satin. Its deeply 
square neckline did nice things for my throat and, 
in back, the upswept line of my piled hair. And 
Maria, with that magic she had, had given me a 
fat long curl that fell over my shoulder. 

Wayne said, "Well, as long as you have no 
music for us to turn, we'll just be a background 
for you." 

I laughed at them and asked them what songs 
they wanted. Jason wanted Annie Laurie , both 
Wayne and Doane wanted Spanish War songs. 
Farewell my Bluebell and Say , Darling , Say (when 
I'm far away) and one of the men plucked up 
courage enough to ask for Juanita. 

1 turned around to look at Jane. What should 1 
sing for her? What sort of thing would she like? 
But Jane was sitting (her knees too wide apart) on 
one of those spindly gold chairs and she looked 
so completely miserable 1 didn't have the heart to 
draw attention to her with my question. 

So I turned back, settled myself again and 
began singing. It went pretty well but my real 
sense of triumph came when one by one all of 
them gathered around the piano and began sing¬ 
ing with me. 

It was then I turned again to look for Jane, She 
wasn't with the men around me—she wasn't in 
the room at all. She'd gone. My impulse was to 
follow her, try to talk to her. After all she was my 
job. But, on the other hand, Jason was my 
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employer, and Jason expected me to stay where I 
was. 

Close to midnight they let me go. They were all 
very flattering and appreciative and we left the 
drawing room together, seven men and l. Then 
the four "rough diamonds" drifted away. Jason 
went with them and I was left alone with Wayne 
and Doane Jeff ers. We were standing at the head 
of the broad staircase curving down to the level 
where my rooms were and I had my good-nights 
ready when Wayne stopped me. 

"Miss Perez, wT]l you play the hostess to our 
guest while I'm busy tomorrow morning? 
Doane—you'd like to ride around and see the 
country, wouldn't you?" 

"With Miss Perez," Doane bowed gallantly, 
"I'd be delighted." 

I bit my lips. How deftly Wayne had put me in 
my place. Not only was I an employee to be 
ordered around (no matter how politely) but he 
was letting me know that it didn't matter to him 
at all that l went riding with another man. So, 
lifting my chin I smiled sweetly—at Doane, 

"I shall be glad to piay hostess to you, Mr. 
Jeffers," 1 told him. "And we can make plans 
about the riding at breakfast. Jane and 1 usually 
start out around ten o'clock." Then I gestured 
toward the gate that opened onto the stairs and 
he opened it for me. "Good-night," I said, smil¬ 
ing at him again and started down, without even 
a glance at Wayne. And as the stairs curved and I 
r aced them again I didn't look up. I was afraid the 
hurt in my heart would show in my eyes. Why 
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did Wayne have to be so indifferent to me when I 
was anything but indifferent to him? 

With a wrench I tore my thoughts away and 
made myself think of other things. The evening 
had been fun. I liked playing and singing and the 
men had all been nice. Besides the piano was a 
beautiful one, the tone rich and pure. And sud¬ 
denly I wondered—and why hadn't it occurred 
to me to wonder before?—how a man like Jason 
Scott had been able to build and furnish and 
decorate a house in such perfect taste and ele¬ 
gance as this? A man who had to be told to rise 
when a lady entered the room. A man who had to 
learn how to butter a slice of bread. He couldn't 
have produced this house. He simply couldn't 
have. Then—where had it come from? 

The question bubbled in my mind as 1 went 
down the wide hallway to my rooms and when I 
opened the door and saw that Maria was there it 
was the first thing I asked her. 

She'd been dozing in a deep wing chair but, at 
the sound of the opening door, she'd jumped to 
her feet and at my question, she'd stood still and 
stared at me. Then, to my amazement, her face 
had drained of color and her eyes, stretched 
wide, had filled with terror, 

"Don't ask that. Miss Ramona!" she gasped. 
"As long as you live here, don't ever ask that 
again. You promise? You promise?" 

"But-" I was baffled, bewildered. Such a 

simple question. Such a natural one. "Why-" 

"No— no!" She ran across the room to me and 
stood close. Then she leaned toward me till her 
Ups almost brushed my ear. "Why don't you go 
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away ‘ rom here?" she whispered, "Please go, I 
help you. Two days from now I have my day off. I 
take you to Tesuque. We hide you. We take care 
of you. Please-" 

I stared at her. "But Maria, it was you who 
suggested my coming here! Don't you re¬ 
member? When your father took me to your 
house you wanted me to come here. You said they 
needed a girl like me. And now—what changed 
you, Maria?" 

She looked at me a long moment and in her 
dark eyes I could see a doubt, a fear—and then a 
decision. 

"In Tesuque," she said slowly, her voice low 
but not whispering any longer, "you were just a 
girl in trouble and needing help. We wanted to 
help you. We felt the trouble. We know trouble. 
Our hearts wanted to help you but—you were 
really only a stranger and our hearts didn't care 
beyond only the wish to help. But now it is differ¬ 
ent, Miss Ramona. You said yourself we are 

friends now and-" She hesitated, bit her lips, 

and then it burst out—the admission her natural 
restraint found it so hard to put into words, "1 
have come to love you. Miss Ramona. You are 
good. You are kind. You—you have the Indian 
heart. And 1 do not want you hurt, not hurt in any 
way. So—please go." 

Our eyes held and I could see in hers how deep 
this admission and this advice went with her. I 
was greatly touched and I realized then how very 
much Maria had come to mean to me too. But i 
simply could not do as she begged me. Leave this 
place now? Leave Wayne and never see him 
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again? Leave Jane who obviously needed me so 
desperately? And leave all these mysteries that I 
felt swirling around me unsolved? 

1 shook my head. “No, Maria," I was whisper¬ 
ing again. "I can't go. I've promised-" 

"Promised! What good a promise to these 
people? You don't know-" She stopped, cos¬ 

ing her lips firmly. 

I said, "Then if I don't know—you tell me, 
Maria. Tell me why you want me to go." 

But she wouldn't tell me. She had admitted all 
she was going to admit. She wouldn't say 
another word. In complete, close-lipped silence, 
her face the smooth mask Indians put on when 
they have said all they intend to say, she helped 
me out of my clothes and into my nightdress, she 
bathed my face and brushed my hair and, arrang¬ 
ing the bedclothes over me, left me, closing the 
door behind her with a final click. 

I realized then that I had fu tly intended to go to 
lane's room before I'd undressed for bed. But 
Maria had put it completely out of my mind. Now 
I thought of it again. I should go to Jane's room 
and be sure she was all right. Of course she was 
no child to be reassured and tucked in but she'd 
been so miserable, so completely wretched. 

I sat up, swung my feet to the floor and, relight¬ 
ing my bedside lamp fu mbled around for my robe 
and slippers. Then I pattered across my bedroom 
and the sitting room beyond and opened the door 
leading into the hall. It was completely dark. No 
glow of a night-light. Nothing. So l pattered back 
to my bedroom, found a candle in a pretty white 
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candlestick all garlanded with pink roses and 
again opened the door into the hallway. 

It was then I realized I hadn't the remotest idea 
where Jane's room was. 

I stood still, my candle held high, trying to 
figure out where it might be. On my left there was 
only one door between my own and the upward 
curve of the stairs. I went down the hall and 
listened at that door. No sound. 1 opened the 
door cautiously—and heard a man snore! I closed 
the door hastily and ran. Back to my own room 
where, slipping in, I listened. No sound. He 
hadn't waked up. But who could it be sleeping in 
the room next to mine? I had no idea, but I'd 
certainly keep my door locked after this. 

I opened my door again and stepped out. I still 
had to find Jane. I turned right and went on. 
There were four doors, widely separated. Obvi¬ 
ously the rooms, or suites of rooms, were as large 
as mine. 

At the first one I listened. Silence. But faintly, 
farther down, I thought I heard a broken sob. I 
ran to the second door. I was right. A poor, bro¬ 
ken, gasping sob. I pushed the door open. 

I went in, holding my candle so she could see 
my face, and I could see hers. It was a silting 
room I stepped into, but not in the least like mine. 
It was a man's.room. Guns on a rack; a deer head 
on one wall, its antlers throwing a wide shadow; 
a stuffed rabbit, a mischievous raccoon, two gray 
squirrels all perched on tables and shelves. The 
furniture was heavy and plain and, in a big 
leather chair by a fireplace, Jane sat glaring at me. 
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She was still dressed in the awful, inappro¬ 
priate deep pink dress she'd worn at dinner. Who 
on earth put her into these awful, fluffy things? I 
wondered then as \'d wondered before. Just one 
more thing I'd have to correct—Jane's wardrobe. 
But right then I was intent on Jane herself. 

i walked toward her and she kept on glaring, 
her green eyes hard as emeralds, her lips thinned 
to a twisted line. I ignored all the hatred and kept 
on till I reached her. Then I knelt down beside her 
chair. 

"I couldn't sleep," I said gently, "until I'd said 
good-night to you." 

Then go on and say it—good-night. Now get 
out." Her voice was as hard as her eyes, but she 
couldn't keep the ruffle of her recent sobs out of 
it. And her cheeks still shone with tears, her 
lashes thick with them. 

I said, "Jane, Jane dear-" 

"Get out!" she screamed at me. "Get out! Get 
out! I hate you. I hate him. I hate everybody." She 
shoved at me, but I was half expecting it and I 
didn't budge. 

"You know," I said quietly, "I don't believe 
that. I don't believe you nate people. 1 believe you 
like them, and you'd like it if they'd like you." 

"Well, they don't like me." She didn't scream 
this; she mumbled it. "So what do you want me 
to do? Lick their damned boots?" 

"No, I don't believe in boot-licking. And 
neither do you. But you know the things we do 
are like bouncing a ball. We bounce out friendli¬ 
ness and friendliness bounces back at us." 
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"Huh/' said Jane. "That would work fine, 
wouldn't it? Me, going around spreading cheer 
when I- - when I don't even know how to talk 
right?" 

I relaxed. This was the closest to her she'd ever 
' permitted me to get. Now—if ! moved very cau¬ 
tiously and, by the grace of God, said just the 
right thing—I found myself praying humbly for 
wisdom. 

"You know, Jane, it's not too hard to learn to 
talk right. It's really only a trick—a little one. 
When you talk to people you try to say the things 
they'd like to hear, not just the ti ings you feel like 
saying. Find out what interests them —and you'll 
I find that, very quickly, you're interested too." 

"Gee," her eyes were wide (and dry). "Is that 
how you do it? Just like that?" 

"Just like that," 1 assured her. "It isn't hard. 
With a little practice you'll find yourself getting 
pretty good at it. And," I added as I got to my 
feet, "you'll have a good chance to practice to¬ 
morrow morning because you and I are going 
riding with that friend of your brother's, Doane 
Jeffers." 

" We are?" Jane's eyes were suddenly stars, her 
cheeks so pink that any tear would have evapo¬ 
rated. "Gee," she said softly. "Gee!" 

I left the room quickly. She'd have her own 
thoughts to think and she'd want to be alone to 
think them. 

I was in the hallway, with Jane's door closed 
beh md me, when I realized I hadn't picked up my 
„ candle. 1 stood still thinking about it. 1 didn't 
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want to go back and disturb jane and, knowing 
exactly where my room was, two doors down, 
was not like hunting for Jane's room as I had been 
before. So t really didn't need the candle. I'd left 
my door a crack ajar anyhow and my lamp was 
lit. The hallway itself was thick dark and it folded 
itself around me like black wings. 

So, my fingers running along the wall to guide 
me, I started off. 1 found the first door, my fingers 
touching the door handle lightly, and passed it. 
Then, like a tiny thread of gold in the darkness, 1 
saw the crack I'd left in my own door and I almost 
broke into a run I was so glad to see it. 

I pushed the door open and slipped in, so glad 
to be there with the familiar warmth welcoming 
me like open arms that I stood still for a second 
appreciating it, leaving the door open. 

And in that second, very softly, l heard a door 
close behind me. 

! spun around, only to face the blanket dark¬ 
ness of the hallway. I peered into it. 1 listened. No 
sound. Nothing. Could it have been the man in 
the next room? Had he wakened when he heard 
me close his door, seen my slightly opened door 
and been waiting for me to come back? But why? 
Why would anyone be interested in my move¬ 
ments? What difference did it make whether 1 ran 
down to Jane's room or not? But—suppose he 
wanted to be sure it was Jane's room I went to? 
Suppose he didn't want me to do any night- 
prowling? Suppose, in that black-dark hallway 
he'd followed me to Jane's room—the little circle 
of light cast by my candle. At the thought of being 
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followed I felt my heart skip and my breath 
quicken almost painfully. 

Quickly I closed the door behind me and 
turned the key. Leaving it crosswise in the lock so 
no one could push it out. At least that's what 1 
thought. 





















CHAPTER VII 


That night I slept soundly, safely locked in and so 
very pleased with the talk I'd had with Jane. If 
only this man, Doane Jeffers, would pay her a 
little attention she'd be wide open and eager for 
al 1 the coaching and teaching her father had hired 
me to give her. And helping Jane to become a 
lady, with the spur of a good match-making ro¬ 
mance, would certainly be fun. 

So I slept in undisturbed peace and woke to the 
sound of my name being called along with the 
sound of distant knocking, I sprang out of bed. 
I'd locked myself into a feeling of safety, but I'd 
locked Maria out! 1 ran to open the door for her. 

She was standing, my breakfast tray cradled in 
one arm, the other hand out ready to knock 
again, and her face so white it was green. 

"Oh, Miss Ramona—Oh, Miss Ramona— 
Oh-" 

"Maria, you poor dear. Don't look so 
frightened. I'm sorry—when I locked the door I 
didn't think—I just wanted it locked 

I turned and pattered back to my bed. Maria 
followed me silently. She put the tray on a table 
while she adjusted the little bed-tray across my 
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knees. Still no word. But finally, when she'd put 
the tray in front of me and adjusted it to her lik ng 
she looked at me. 

"Something happened last night to frighten 
you," she said. "So you lock door." It wasn't a 
question. It was a statement. She'd thought it out 
and this was her conclusion. 

I said, "I wasn't really frightened, Maria. I 
went down to Miss Jane's room to say good-night 
to her and 1 left my candle there. Coming back, 

the hallway was awfully dark-" I laughed. 

"So ’ realiy locked the door to keep the darkness 
out, I guess." 

Maria didn't answer my laugh. She didn't even 
smile. She just looked troubled, searching my 
face as if to be sure 1 was telling her all the truth. 

I didn't feel too comfortable under her scrutiny 
so, to divert her, I asked, "Who is in the room 
next to mine, Maria? The room between my sit¬ 
ting room and the stairs?" 

"No one. That room empty. Why you ask? You 
hear sounds in there?" 

"I—I thought I heard a man snore. It must have 
been my imagination." I tried to pass it off lightly. 
I certainly wasn't going into all the details. She 
was frightened enough about me as it was. 

But I didn't fool her. "Something more than 
that," she muttered. "Something—I go see." She 
turned away and crossed to the sitting room 
door. 

I set my tray aside, swung my feet out of bed 
and followed her. 

When I got to my bedroom door Maria had 
already opened another one—but it was not that 
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leading into the hallway, the one I had locked so 
carefully. This one that Maria was opening was 
directly opposite me and it followed the lines of 
the wall so closely—the lower half wainscotted 
and painted white, the upper half papered in 
small gay flowers—that it was almost invisible. 

But Maria knew about it. She'd opened it. 
She'd vanished through it. 

I ran across the sitting room and followed her. 
She was right. The room was empty. The bed had 
not been slept in. There was no sign of it being 
occupied at all. No toilet articles around, no 
cioth.es in the closets when Maria threw back the 
doors. She opened another door and examined a 
bathroom beyond. Nothing. No carelessly 
splashed water marred the gleam of polished fix¬ 
tures, and the new cake of soap above the hand- 
basin had not been touched. 

Maria closed all the doors and we returned to 
my bedroom. There she faced me and there was 
not only her usual air of quiet dignity but there 
was an added tinge of very real authority, 

"Now tell me, please Miss Ramona, exactly 
what happened last night? I can't take care of you 
if there are things I don't know." 

So I told her, leaving out, of course, the details 
of my talk with Jane. And I ended by asking the 
question that had begun to trouble me. 

"Where do all the men sleep, Maria? If all these 
rooms are empty-" 

"The floor below is for Mr. Scott and Mr. 
Wayne. There are guest rooms there too." 

"So this friend of Mr. Wayne has been put in a 
guest room on that floor?" 
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''Yes. But those other men-" Her lips tight¬ 

ened and anger—a hot scornful anger—came 
into her eyes. "Those men don't sleep in the 
house. They sleep, all of them, in a place of their 
own. Down lower." 

"So there is no one on this floor but Jane and 
me." I was grateful for that, though it sounded a 
little isolated and lonely. 

"And Mrs. Alexander," said Maria. 

"Mrs. Alexander?" I repeated. "Who's she?" 
Td met no Mrs. Alexander. I'd not even heard of 
such a person. 

"She is—the housekeeper," said Maria. "And 
now," instantly changing the subject, "finish 
your breakfast. Though it's gotten cold. Shall 1 
bring you another?" 

"No, of course not. Til eat it." And I did, 
though the coffee was far from hot and the muf¬ 
fins too firm with chill. But I had so much to think 
about I hardly noticed. 

This Mrs. Alexander—who was she? And why 
hadn't I seen her? But of course there must be 
many members of the household i hadn't seen. In 
my mind I sh rugged her off. And that, as I dis¬ 
covered, was a great mistake. But right that min¬ 
ute it seemed to me more important to think 
about the man who, I was positive, had been in 
the room next to my sitting room the night be¬ 
fore. He certainly had been there—though I 
wondered if he had been asleep when he snored 
so convincingly. Could he have pretended to 
snore just to fool me so I'd never dream he was 
there to watch me—and follow me? 

My heart skipped. Did this mean that from 
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now on my movements were to be spied on? But 
why? What was it they were afraid I'd find out? 
Or was there some sort of danger here? And was 
that man there not to spy on me but to protect 
me? 

"Excuse me, Muss Ramona/' Maria lifted the 
tray from my knees. "It is getting late. I have laid 
out your riding things, and I will run your bath 
water." 

An hour later Jane and Doane Jeffers and I were 
riding up the trail that would bring us to the rim 
of the valley above the house. And, as I always 
did, I paused for a minute to look over the lovely 
green bowl below. Beside me Doane also turned, 
jane tried to hurry us on. 

"What do you want to stop here for? Higher up 
the view's better." 

"I'm sure it is," said Doane cheerfully, "but 
let's start with this one. I couldn't see much last 
night. What an amazing house! A terrace to each 
floor and it goes down and down, in layers. Did 
your father build it?" 

"The house is old," jane said, "older than my 
father is." An evasive answer. I glanced at her. 
Her lips were white and there was alarm in her 
eyes. 

I remembered Maria's fright when I had asked 
her the same question, and how she had told me 
never to ask about it again. Why? What was so 
mysterious about this house coming into the 
hands of Jason Scott? Houses were bought and 
sold every day, weren't they? 

But Jane's answer had apparently satisfied 
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Doane for his attention had gone to something 
else. 

"What is that band of dark green that crosses 
the middle of the valley? !s there a river down 
there?" 

So. That band of dark green intrigued him too. 
When I'd asked about it jane had been very curt. 
Would she be curt with Doane now? I glanced at 
her. Her lips were a closed line. But he was wait¬ 
ing for her answer and she had to say something. 

"Springs," her voice sounded strangled as she 
pushed the words through her tight lips. " 1 ,ots of 
springs. It—it's kind of a marsh. And," suddenly 
her tone was lighter and the words came in a little 
rush, "there's quicksand down there—a lot of 
little spreads of it so you never know where it's 
going to trap you. That's why we never do down 
there." She stopped and a small, very satisfied 
smile curled her lips. She'd thought of a good 
yarn and she was pleased with her sudden inspi- 
rahon! I hat, to me as I watched her, was clear. 

It was also clear that this time she not only 
evaded—she had lied. 

1 was more than ever determined to get down 
there. Whatever this mystery was 1 simply had to 
solve it. My burning curiosity wasn't fit to live 
with. 

But Doane jeffers seemed perfectly content 
with Jane's answer and without another word he 
swung his horse away from the view and we 
continued up the trail. 

It was a good morning. We all enjoyed it. And 
Jane, for such a novice at lady-behaving, did very 
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well. I stayed in the background only taking part 
in the conversation when Jane needed rescuing. 
But the hint I'd given her the night before had 
evidently been the springboard she needed. She 
asked him simple questions that didn't strain her 
grammar and listened with flattering attention to 
his answers, and I was sure I could see his eyes 
brighten with interest as he talked to her. 

It developed that his father had gone West in 
'49, one of the stampeding horde of gold-hungry 
pioneers. But where so many of them had failed, 
Mr. Jef : ers succeeded. The Jeffers mine—Million 
Dollar Nuggets—had been just that and the Jef¬ 
fers fortune was one of the biggest in San Fran¬ 
cisco. So, at Harvard, Doane had become a min¬ 
ing engineer and he was on his way home now to 
take his place as head of his father's affairs. 

"Which means," he explained to the enrap¬ 
tured Jane, "that Father can retire. And he de¬ 
serves it. He's worked hard all his life." 

"What will he do?" asked Jane. 

"Travel, I hope. Though it's not going to be 
easy to get h im away. He's bound to want to hang 
around and keep an eye on things. It will take a 
while to convince hi m I'm really able to take over. 
But," with a wide grin, "he'll learn." 

Silence d ropped then, and, after a minute, I felt 
Jane didn't quite know what to do about it. So I 
started her off. 

"San Francisco is an unusually interesting city, 
isn't it?" I asked. "I've heard that it was, though 
I've not been there." 

This mild contribution of mine had a disastrous 
effect, 1 should have kept my tongue out of it. For 
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instantly Doane turned rom Jane to me and for 
most of the way home he apparently forgot she 
was in the world. By the time we left the trail and 
turned down toward the house she was red¬ 
faced and, I felt, fighting tears. 

We all separated to go to our rooms to change 
for luncheon and the minute ;ane and I were 
alone, walking down our hallway while Doane 
went on to the floor below, I grabbed her arm. 
She tried, furiously, to yank away but I held on. 

"Listen—listen to me, Jane 

"I won't. What's the use? It's you he liked. It's 
you! You're his kind. You know what to do— 
what to say—when to laugh—when to " 

"Jane—come in here." We'd reached my room 
and, shoving the door open I pulled her inside. 
She balked like an angry mule, but I held on and I 
finally got her across the threshold and the door 
closed. 

; led her over to a chair and pushed her into it. 
Then ! pulled a big hassock over and sat down at 
her feet. 

"You did marvelously well this morning," I 
began, "I wouldn't have dreamed you could do 
so well. Imagine going through the whole ride 
talking to him and holding his interest—it was 
wonderful listening to you." 

"But you got him at the end." She was as frank 
and open as a little child. And pouting like one 
too. 

I said, "Then learn to get him back again! 
Whenever you think he's losing interest, switch 
his interest back. It can be done, Jane. Holding a 
man is like any other game—you have to be 
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clever, you have to be on your toes—you have to 
be-" 


''But you don't have to be clever or on your 
toes. You're so beautiful men just—just drop 
down when you look at them!" 

"That's not quite true," and I was thinking, in 
that flash, of her brother, "all men don't fall down 
in worship." I laughed then. "Some men 
couldn't really care whether I lived or died." 
Then, quickly, i got back to her. "And as far as 
beauty is concerned, you could be pretty beauti- 
ful yourself if you'd work at it a little bit." 

"Me? Beautiful? How?" Her face was suddenly 
bright, glowing. "Really, Ramona? You mean 
it?" 


"I mean it," I told her. "After luncheon we'll 
come back here to my room and I'll prove it to 
you. Now run along and change your clothes." 

She went out practically skipping, while I 
stared after her wondering how on earth I was 
going to keep my reckless promise. 

Then, as if in answer to prayer, Maria walked 
past my door and I called her in. I closed the door 
carefully and beckoned her over toward the 
windows so we couldn't be overheard. Then I 
told her what I'd done. 

"You know that's why I'm here, Maria—to 
help Miss Jane." 

She nodded, her dark eyes beginning to 
sparkle. 

"So now, to help her, I want you, please, to 
help me. Will you?" 

She laughed—that delighted child's laugh of 
the Indian that always surprised me. 
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"I help. She will be beautiful. We make her that 
way,” She laughed again. "Fun—to make people 
beautiful.” 

I laughed with her, my feeling of worried 
helplessness gone. Maria and I could somehow 
do together what I'd never be able to accomplish 
alone. 

It was a long afternoon and we spent every 
minute of it working over Jane. Maria brought up 
olive oil from the kitchen and we massaged and 
steamed it into her rough and reddened skin; 
Maria shampooed her haystack of hair—and we 
discovered it had a curl that turned up the ends 
and gave it enough of a wave to break the lank 
straightness. We worked and we worked and 
gradually we were rewarded. Finally we gave her 
a mask of lemon juice and egg and we made her 
lie down on my bed to give it a chance to bleach 
and smooth and firm. 

"Now,” I said to Maria, "will you please bring 
in her dinner gowns so we can decide what she's 
to wear tonight.” 

"I've already decided,” said Jane, her Ups not 
moving in the tight mask, "it's the red one, 
Maria, it's got silver lace ruffles." 

I went over and stood beside the bed, looking 
down at her. "Jane, darling,” I said gently, 
"please—won't you let me see them all so I can 
help you choose something—somethi ng that will 
help you more than the red one will? You know 
what you wear is almost more important than the 
way your face looks.” 

"That red dress is pretty,” said Jane and, mask 
or no mask, I could see her set her jaw stub- 
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bornly. "'Besides, the silver lace glitters. Hike it." 

"At the cost of its being unbecoming?" I asked. 
And then 1 turned back to Maria. "Please get all of 
Miss Jane's dinner dresses/' 1 said firmly. 

Jane glared at me, her green eyes snapping and 
hard. 

But Maria got the dresses—there "were ten of 
them—and we laid them out all over the room. 

‘■I 

Jane said she herself had picked them out when 
her father took her to Denver. Most of them were 
pretty awful. But amongst all ten I found two or 
three we could use, and maybe a good 
dressmaker could do things with the others. Fi¬ 
nally I went back to Jane with a really lovely green 
thing over my arm. It was a watered silk with an 
off-the-shoulder neckline and it was trimmed 
with tiny golden brown velvet bows that looked 
like flocks of little butterflies. 

"Open your eyes, darling, and let me see if this 
green matches them—I know the little bows 
match your hair." For Maria, with her shampoo¬ 
ing and her brushing had managed to lift Jane's 
hair from its mousy drab into something that was 
clearly inherited iirom her father's leonine mane. 

Jane obediently opened her eyes. The glare had 
gone from them and the friendliness had come 
back, and they did match the dress, exactly. 

By the time dinner was to be served Jane was 
ready for it. She stood in front of the pier glass in 
my bedroom so entranced with herself that I 
thought we'd never be able to get her away. She 
turned and twisted. She backed up and walked 
forward. Maria and I held mirrors so she could 
see herself on all sides. 
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She said, "I can't believe it. Me. That's me." 

Of course, improved as she was, there was still 
a long way to go. I ler skin was a lot better but it 
was far from being petal-smooth. Her hair had 
been brushed to a luster and Maria had em¬ 
phasized the tendency to curl with an iron, but it 
would look a lot better when it had grown ionger. 
But her shoulders were lovely and they rose out 
of the green bodice with a grace that surprised 
me. 

During all this Maria had somehow managed 
to get me dressed too, but 1 had the good sense 
not to go and stand beside Jane in front of that 
pier glass. 

I was the more beautiful and I knew it. My job, 
from this moment on, was to play down my own 
appearance while we continued, Maria and I, to 
play Jane up. 

Our entrance into the dining room caused 
quite a stir. We were a little late so it was an 
entrance. All the way up the stairs and across the 
hallway Jane had chattered nervously. "What 
will Papa say?" "Will Wayne like me—will he, 
Ramona? Wayne's always made fun of me." 

And the men—Ramona, will they laugh at me? 
Or—or will they look at me the way they look at 
you?" And finally, as we reached the dining 
room doorway, she whispered, "Ramona, what 
will he say? Will he really look at me?" She 
clutched my arm suddenly. Her poor hands were 
shaking. 

I whispered back, "Don't be frightened. You're 
lovely. Really lovely. And you don't need to hang 
onto me. Remember you're the mistress of this 
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house. You go in first. I'll follow." And I pushed ' 
her ahead of me. 

Then, before my eyes, she became trans¬ 
formed. She became—the mistress of the house. Ij 
Her head lifted, her shoulders straightened, and ** 
a curious dignity dropped over her like a mantle, fl 
I hung back. I wanted to watch the effect, as I] 
any creator wants to see the effect of his creation. ■ 
And there was plenty to watch. The men—those i 
four rough diamonds—dropped their jaws and, 1 
in chorus, gasped. Jason and Wayne and Doane 1 
rose. The men, taking their cue, scrambled to 
their feet so fast that Harry upset his chair. ■ 
Jason found words first. "My dear," he said m 
softly, almost reverently, "you are beautiful." B 
And there was something in his voice that made l 
me wonder if Jane looked at all like her mother. .« 

Wayne said, "Well, well—the ugly duckling's 1 
become the swan." 1 

Doane said nothing. He just looked at her. Ji 
Summers drew out her chair and she sat down. « 
She was glowing. She was triumphant. I slipped I 
in almost unnoticed but Wayne, with a gesture to 1 
Summers, pulled my chair out himself and 1 I 
knew my cheeks had a flush of triumph too. 1 
That evening I played again for their singing 1 
but this time Jane was in the group around the 1 
piano and I discovered that she had a warm con- 1 
tralto voice. It needed some control and her 
breathing was bad, but this 1 could teach her—I'd 
had singing lessons for years—and maybe we 
could do some duets. That would be fun. ! 

It was late when we went down to our rooms r 
and both Jane and I were exhausted. We sepa- 
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rated with just a whispered good-night. Even our 
voices were tired. And I, once in my bedroom, 
hardly remembered Maria helping me to bed 
where I dropped into sleep instantly. 

I woke up sitting straight in bed, my back stil fly 
away from my pillows. What had wakened me? 
Another explosion? But there was no trembling 
of the atmosphere, no echo of sound. I sat still, 
the darkness soft and thick around me. And the 
sound came again. A faint grate of metal against 
metal. Someone was at the sitting room door 

trying to get in. viiSr i 5 19 I 

Who was it? Who could it be? And—which 

door? The door into the hallway I had locked; the 
door into the bedroom that was empty (except 
that, once, it had not been empty) was bolted 
still. Or wasn't it? And was the hailway door 
really locked? Had I locked it alter Maria left? I'd 
been so tired—I certainly had no memory of 
locking it. But Maria might have; Maria was so 

determined to keep me safe. 

T he sound came again. But this was a different 
sound. Were they opening the door? Had it been, 
after all, unlocked? I sprang out of bed, groped 
for my slippers, snatched up my robe and swung 
it around me. No time for a candle. I ran across 
the now familiar room in the darkness. 

But whoever was at the sitting room door had a 
candle. There was a tiny thread of light along the 
floor. I ran soundlessly to the door and listened. 
The handle turned again. This time it was 
shaken. 

Let me in!" a voice whispered urgently. 
"Whoever you are, let me in!" i stepped back. A 
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voice I'd never heard before. A man's voice—or 

coiild it be a deep-toned woman? And he (she?) 

didn't know who I was. I stood, undecided 

Should 1 open the door? Maybe, if I did, I could 

get some of my questions answered. And the 

voice was not a strong voice. Maybe the owner of 

if wasn't strong, either—in that case I'd be in no 
danger. 

You re there, said the voice. "I can feel you 
there. Let me in!" 

I reached out. My fingers found the key. But 

before 1 could do nuire than touch it there was the 
fast patter of running footsteps. 

You ran away—you know you shouldn't 

’ c your room-" This was unmistakably a 

woman. Her tone was firm with authority but 
edged with kindness too. "Come—hurry," she 

Sa \f' W , e must 8 et back ’ Quickly. Hurry!" 

I don t want to go back." It was a soft whine. 
"I must find out-" 

"I'll tell you when we get back and you're 
safely in your room." 

1 turned the key with a fast click and jerked the 

door open. But they'd been too quick. All I could 

see were two figures running down the hallway. 

Both were tall. One was—yes, a man. That was a 

dressing gown flapping around his legs. The 

other was a woman, holding a candle high. She 

was dressed in a white gown——or was it a nurse's 
uniform? 

I started to run after them—and then 
stopped. They'd disappeared. I could have 
sworn they'd gone through a door on the left of 
the hallway. But there were no doors on the left. 
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The house was built tight against the side of the 
valley. There were no rooms on that side at all. 
Wavne had told me so. Maria and Jane had both 

J 

mentioned it. 

But, far down the hallway, those two had 
opened a door on the left—and had vanished. 




CHAPTER Vni 


That became my night for not sleeping! 

For a few seconds I d stared at that spot where 
the candle, held by that tall woman, had disap¬ 
peared. But there was nothing to see but the soft 
smothering darkness that now filled the hallway. 
And why, it suddenly occurred to me, was this 
hallway so dark? When Wayne had first brought 
her here and handed me over to Maria to be taken 
care of, the hallway had been filled with soft 
candlelight. There had been sconces on either 
side of each doorway and they had been lit with 
candles tall enough to last all night. But they 
hadn't been lit since. They weren't lit the night 
before when I'd gone to Jane's room, and they 
weren't lit now. Why? Was it to conceal anyone 
who might wander, spying, at night? Or was it to 
discourage anyone whose curiosity might burn to 
be satisfied? 

I stepped back into my room and closed and 
locked the door. I was tempted to light my own 
candle and go down the hallway to find that door 
on the left, but I decided against it. '* here were 
things I wanted to think about before 1 did any 
more exploring. So, still in darkness, I crossed 


98 


COMPANION TO EVIL 


99 


the sitting room to see about the bolt on that 
connecting door. It had not been shot across, nor 
had the key been turned. That was how Maria 
had left. She'd locked the hall door and had left 
this way. So, I thought as ! turned the key myself 
and shot the bolt, she considered the hallway and 
not this door the more important to lock. Why? 
Did she know that this stange man in his flapping 
robe might come prowling? 

I went back to bed to think things over. 

And of course the more I thought the more 
wide-awake ! got. My mind spun so that sleep 
was simply impossible. So finally I sat up and 
reached for a candle. I'd make a light and read for 
awhile, here were plenty of books around and 
I'd choose some poetry, I loved poetry and it 
would soothe my jumping thoughts. 

I'd found the candle on my bedside table and 
was picking up a match when I heard the first 
rumbling growl. It trembled and hung in the air, 
shivering. 

I dropped the match, forgot the candle and 
sprang out of bed. I ran to the wide spread of 
windows that overlooked the whole bowl of val¬ 
ley. It was sunk in black darkness, though the 
mountains to the east were tipped with silver. 
The late and waning moon was rising. 

But I didn't care about the moon. My eyes were 
fastened on the bottom of the valley. Why, if that 
rumble meant another explosion, why was there 
no light down there? Before, when the explosion 
had come, there had been a blast of almost blind¬ 
ing light. Now there was nothing. 

The rumble came again, a strangely terrible 
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t ‘ eL ’F’ growl, as if something that wanted to sleep 1 
was being awakened and was angry about it ] 
Could there be wild animals down there? Caged 

Hons? Tigers? But why? The very thought was ! 
nonsensical. > 

The sound came again. Louder, stronger—and I 
this time the floor under my feet trembled. But I 
still there was no light, no brilliant flare of explo¬ 
sion. It was then I remembered that two nights { 
before (could it have been only two?) this same J 
thing had happened. The rumble had waked me I 
and when I'd rushed to the window there was 1 
nothing. I'd thought then, sleepily, that I hadn't ? 
been quick enough to see the lightning brilliance 
of the explosion. But could it have been, as now, ^ 
that there was no explosion? What was it then’ 
this shaking rumble? This angry growl? I thought f 

again of wild animals and again I laughed at I 
myself. I 

Twice more the rumble came as I stood there, 
watching and listening. Each time it was fainter, I 
then, finally, there was silence. I stood there until j 
I was convinced there wouldn't be more, then I I 
went back to bed. jfl 

I didn't light my candle. I didn't read any j 
poetry. But I must have dropped to sleep im- I 
mediately because the next thing I knew bright 
golden daylight ■ tiled the room and Maria was 
tapping on my locked door. 

I turned the key, opened the door, said good- 
morning and pattered back to bed, still groggy 
with sleep. But trotting back and forth had 
cleared my mind enough so that in a rush I re- >~ 
membered all that had happened the night be- 
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fore. Swiftly I debated how much, if anything, I 
would tell Maria. Did I dare ask about the man 
who had come knocking and calling at my door? 
And the woman who had come after him? And 
the mysterious room they had seemed to melt 
into? I found I wanted to know the answers to 
these questions even more than 1 wanted to know 
about that growling rumble that had made the 
very floor tremble. 

I suppose, busy with all these thoughts, I was 
more silent than usual—and of course Maria, 
with her quick, keen, almost suspicious eye, 
noticed it. 

"Something happened again to frighten you, 
Miss Ramona?" She set the tray down on my 
knees and, to gain time, 1 put a pleased smile on 
my face. 

"Popovers! I do love popovers, Maria. And a 
mushroom omelet. Lovely." But my attempt at 
diversion got me nowhere. 

"What happened, Miss Ramona?" Maria was 
gentle but insistent. So, I thought, I 'd sound her 
out gradually . 

I said, "Someone knocked on my door last 
night and woke me up. I think it might have been 
the housekeeper—Mrs. Alexander?—who you 
said had a room on this floor." 

"Yes," said Maria. "Down at the far end." Her 
lips seemed to grow tight, her eyes veiled—or 
was that my imagination? 

"I think I saw her last night. I'd gone to open 
the door when the rapping woke me up but she'd 
a Iready turned away and was going down the 
hallway—to her room on the left." I was watch- 
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ing her carefully and it was good that I was. She ' 
covered up her start of surprise quickly; so 
quickly masking the alarm that jumped into her 
eyes that if I had n't been watching. I'd never had 
seen it. m 

Then, in a lat, positive voice she said, "There 

are no rooms on the left of the hall, Miss Ramona, I 

I told you that. Mrs. Alexander's room is on the 
right." 1 

I seemed to accept this. "I guess I was really too I 
sleepy to see clearly," I told her and made up my ■ 
mind to keep everything else to myself. But I 
somehow or other I'd find out who that man was 1 
who'd come knocking on my door, and who the 1 
woman was who had come after him. Maybe it * 
wasn't Mrs. Alexander. Maybe it was a nurse's J 
uniform as I'd suspected the night before. And I 
maybe Maria was telling the truth about the loca- I 
tion of Mrs. Alexander's room. I 

The whole thing nagged at me. All day long, *j 
riding with Doane and Jane; that afternoon, 1 
teaching trie new and eager and cooperative Jane; ■ 
all through dinner and the evening—my curios- l 
ity wriggled and bit at the back of my mind until, 1 
by the time I went to bed, I knew I had to do ] 
something about it. I 

So, after I had let Maria help me undress and to 1 
her satisfaction, 1 was safely in bed, I got right up j 
again. Maria, this time, had locked me in when 
she went out through the sitting room. She said it 
would be better that way—then she wouldn't , 
have to get me out of bed to unlock the door when 
she brought up my breakfast tray. I agreed with „ 
her though it meant that she'd take the key away ] 
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with her leaving the lock unlocked for anyone 
who might have another key. It also meant that, 
to get out of my suite I'd have to go through the 
vacant bedroom on the other side of my sitting 
room. 

I didn't bother to get dressed. I would have 
taken too much time and I wasn't going any 
farther than the hallway anyhow. All I wanted to 
do was find that doorway on the left. It had to be 
there; I'd seen two people go through it. So, 
sliding my feet into slippers and wrapping a robe 
around me I started out, holding my candle high. 
When l reached the door on the far side of my 
own sitting room 1 pressed my ear against it but 
no sound came through. Cautiously, silently, ! 
slipped the bolt, opened the door the tiniest crack 
and listened again. Darkness and silence. So I 
opened the door farther and slid through. The 
bedroom was empty with that faintly musty odor 
that any closed unoccupied room holds. Quickly 
I crossed it to the door that would open onto the 
hallway. 

That hallway was empty too, and dark, the 
sconces that I'd seen so warmly lit that first night 
were, as they'd been every night since, snuffed 
out. Once again 1 wondered why? But ! didn't 
bother to wonder long; i was too intent on that 
mysterious left wall, crossed the hallway im¬ 
mediately to examine it. The wall itself, like my 
bedroom and sitting room, was wainscotted in 
white with an English sprigged paper above it. So 
maybe the door I was seeking was, liKe the one in 
my sitting room, made almost invisible by follow¬ 
ing the same lines as the wall itself. I reached out 
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to touch it, to run my fingers along the ridge of 
wainscotting so that I might feel the crack that 
would mean a doorwa)'. 

And, exactly where the night-shirted man and 
the woman in white had disappeared, I found it. I 
ran my fingers down the crack and I found the 
sma ! knob that was white like the wall, and 
slowly, my grasp tightened to turn it. 

''And why, young lady, do you wish to go in 
there? " 

I jumped and spun. The voice was so sudden, 
so completely unexpected. I'd heard no 
ootsteps, no creak, no sound at all. But there she 
stood, so closely at my shoulder that I could smell 
a faint odor o talcum and clean starched linen. 

She was tall and thin, her face oval, her nose 
patrician, her eyes large and gray and deep with 
some trouble of their own. Her hair was white 
and thick, parted in the middle and drawn into a 
heavy ot at her neck. There was something 
regal about the way she held herself and if her 
face had not been so drawn and almost haggard 
she would have been a beautiful woman. 

I said, Mrs. Alexander?" And saw a strange 
hurt look come into her eyes. 

So, she said quietly, "you have heard of 
me? There was a note of surprise in her voice. 
But why shouldn't I have heard of her? I'd heard 
01 the other members of the household. Then she 
asked, and the question seemed very important 
to her, "Just what did you hear about me?" 

1 thought quickly. How much could I tell her? 
Did I dare tell her exactly what had happened— 
and ask her who the man was who had been 
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hurried from my door so swiftly? But before I did 
that —if I did it—I would have to know more. 

So I said cautiously, "I saw someone in the 
hallway last night and when I asked Maria, my 
maid, she said it was probably Mrs. Alexander." 

"'Did she explain my presence any further?" 

"She said you were the housekeeper." 

"Quite so. The housekeeper—since a house of 
this size and complexity obviously does not run 
by itself." There was an edge of something in her 
tone that I couldn't quite place. Anger? Fright? 
Bitterness? Or a mixture of all three? 

I said, lamely, "It is such a beautiful house." 
But she didn't seem to hear me. Her mind was 
clearly following its own thoughts. 

Finally she said, "So you came out here to find 
me—why was this important to you?" 

My mind whipped around, picking up 
answers, rejecting them. Quickly. She mustn't 
think there was too much for me to consider. 

Finally I made it very simple. 

"1—I am a stranger here—and—and there are 
many men in the household. I asked Maria and 
she told me that they—that no one slept on this 
floor but Jane and myself—and you. I—I was 
very glad you were here because 1 assumed you 
were a sort of chaperone for us. And I—I just 
wanted to get acquainted, Mrs. Alexander. I felt it 
might make me feel—more safe," 

"So—y OU don't feel safe?" She had listened to 
me intently and now her eyes searched mine. 

I shook my head a little. "Perhaps that is too 
strong a way to put it," I told her. "I think it's 
more that everything is so strange. I've never 
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been away from homo before- " I stopped. 

That was admitting too much. I must be careful. 
But she seemed not to have heard me. She'd 
again been busy with her own thoughts. 

She said, surprised, "You're a lady. Not like— 
1 didn't expect-" She stopped, folding her 

lips together. She, too, didn't intend to say too 
much. 



We stood for a moment in silence. Then, ap¬ 
parently, she made some kind of decision. She 
bent her head a little toward me. 

"If you regard me as a chaperone, a duenna, let 
me say this to you: leave here just as soon as you 
can! 1 iiis is no place for you. It is dangerous; it 
is-She stopped. 1 

We'd both heard the sound at the same time, a 
soft click as some hand turned the knob of that 
invisible door so close to us. 

"Run!" she whispered urgently. "Run— 
run —and lock your door!" She took my shoul- * 
ders turning me and giving me a little push, j 
Blindly I obeyed her and ran, and just as swiftly I 
she vanished in the opposite direction. 1 

I ran back to the doorway of that empty bed-1 
room, holding my candle high. I ran through it, 
closing it and locking it after me. Then I ran 

rough the connecting doorway into my own 
sitting room, bolting that door after me too. I was 
crossing to my bedroom door when the tapping 
began and the familiar whispering voice de¬ 
manded. 

"Let me in! Let me in! Who are you? What are j 
you doing here? Let me in!" J 






COMPANION TO EVIL 


107 


Then a woman's voice, low and gentle, 
"Come, my dear—come with me." 

And then—nothing. The thick carpet of the 
hallway swallowed their fading footsteps. 

I went back to bed, fully intending to think 
back carefully over all the conversation I'd had 
with Mrs. Alexander. Who was she? Why hadn't 1 
met her before? And why had she warned me, as 
Maria had, about the danger of my remaining 
here? What was dangerous about it? iason Scott 
was a kindly man—pathetic, really, in his eager¬ 
ness to have his daughter become a lady and to 
provide her with what he thought was a suitable 
background. That was, I was sure, the reason 
why he dressed up those mountain men of his in 
their ridiculous get-up of beautifully tailored 
dinner clothes and sat them at his equally well 
appointed dinner table, when they should have 
been eating peas with their knives down in the 
stables somewhere. 

But, important as all this was to think about, 
the thing I really wanted to clear up was the 
mystery of the old man who persisted in knock¬ 
ing on my door and demanding to know who I 
was. And Mrs. Alexander knew the answer to 
this. I was sure she did. Her reaction to that 
turning door handle had been too quick. She 
knew who was turning it. She'd probably ex¬ 
pected it to turn. She was certainly not su rprised, 
and she knew we both had to get out of the way 
before that door opened and we were seen. Why? 

I'd intended, as I said, to think about all this 
and try to get some sense out of it, but I didn't; I 
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fell asleep too fast. Next thing I knew the usuai 
blue and gold morning was filling my room and 
the lovely odor of bacon and coffee was filling my 
nostrils as Maria put my tray on the table. 

"You look lovely this morning/' she told me 
cheerfully. "No fright last night?" 

"No fright/ ! assured her—and that was true. 
I'd not been frightened by anything. I'd merely 
been baffled by an ever-deepening mystery. 

That morning we went riding as usual—but 
something new was added; Wayne went with us. 
We were all, jane and Doane and 1, mounted and 
ready to go when he rode up. He looked so hand¬ 
some, sitting his black Arabian with the silver 
ornamentation on his saddle glittering in the sun, 
his head held high and his heavy silk shirt open at 
the throat, that I didn't dare look at him. I 
dropped my eyes and, to my furious annoyance, 

I felt a warm tide of blushes rise from my own 
throat to burn my cheeks—though why I should 
blush because he looked handsome was more 
than 1 could see. 

"You're coming with us?" Doane called out. 
"Good." 

Wayne grinned. "I didn't really see why I 
should let you have all the fun." And with that he 
pulled in his horse beside mine. 

And that was the way we rode all morning. 
Wayne and I ahead, Doane and Jane following. 
We didn't do much talking, Wayne and I, but for 
me at least it was a happy, relaxed, deeply com¬ 
fortable time. Between us something seemed to 
flow, some sort of deep wordless understand¬ 
ing—a true simpaticamente. 
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It was past noon when once again we turned 
from the main trail to pause for a minute, as we 
seemed always to do, on the lip of the valley 
before dipping down toward the house. Below us 
were the great descending steps of the tiled roofs, 
then the greater descent of the grassy bowl of 
valley with its tiny cows grazing in the far 
bottom—that meadow-bottom that was slashed 
by the darker green of that band of trees. 

Suddenly, impulsively I said, before I could 
think twice about it and not dare to, "What is that 
band of trees down there? Why are there trees 
there and nowhere else? 

"It's wet there—soggy, marshy. Don't ever go 
down there, Ramona. There's quicksand. Shift¬ 
ing patches of it so you never know where it'll 

appear next. Stay out of it. We'd hate—to lose 
// 

you. 

Was that a threat? Said so quietly, gently, on 

such a lovely morning? 

And it was the same answer Jane had given 
me. Not a true answer, I was very sure. They had 
both lied. Why? 

And as we took the trail leading down to the 
house I was more determined than ever to go 
down there somehow and find out for myself just 
what it was they were so determined to hide 

from me. 
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For three days I wondered and plotted and 
schemed how to get down into that valley. At¬ 
tempting anything during the day was certainly 
out of the question. For one thing I was seldom 
alone—mornings we rode; afternoons Jane and I 
went through our finishing-school paces (and 
she was doing remarkably well, spurred on by 
her glowing determination to impress Doane), 
and for another thing anyone walking across that 
vast expanse of meadow would be as conspicu¬ 
ous as a fly in i he middle of a clear windowpane. 

So whatever exploring I did would have to be 
done by night. And at night, even a moonlit 
night, that valley was in complete black shadow. 
And, of course. I'd not be able to carry a lantern 
since a light, dancing across that empty bowl- 
bottom, would probably arouse the whole 
household. Besides, for all 1 knew there might be 
watchmen scattered all over to guard this pre¬ 
cious secret—whatever it was. 

Could it be that maybe, after all, I wouldn't be 
able to get down there? But I had to! The more 
puzzling it was, the more determined I became. 
And the more sure I was that somewhere down 
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there lay the answer to many of my questions— 
among them why it was that botl i Maria and Mrs. 
Alexander had urged me to leave, had warned 
me of dangers if i stayed. What dangers? How 
could anything in this house hurt me? had to 
find the answers to this because I had no inten¬ 
tion of leaving. For one thing I had no place to 
go—home and my father and marrying Amos 
Snow were still not to be thought of. For another 
I'd become very fond of Jane. Her eager struggles 
to become a lady were very endearing—but we 
had a long way still to go and I certainly didn't 
want to leave the job half-finished, or, actually, 
just begun. Then there was the third reason. 
Wayne. Each morning of these last three days he 
had joined us in our rides. And each morning, 
when he hadn't been coolly silent, he had been so 
politely distant and formal that I'd felt as if there 
was, always, a glaze of ice between us. Why? No 
man had ever been so completely indifferent to 
me. Not that they'd all fallen down in worship— 
though I 'd had my share of popularity—but there 
had always been sparks of interest and, of course, 
the warm, flattering courtliness that is deeply 
ingrained in men of Spanish heritage. 

But with Wayne there was nothing. If we came 
to a clearing along the trail that offered a view, he 
would pull in his horse, wave his crop and say, 
"Beautiful—don't you agree, Ramona?" And I 
would nod, determined to be as distant as he 
was. The flow of understanding that I'd felt that 
first morning was completely gone. I'd probably 
imagined it. And I shook myself inwardly for 
being such a fool. 
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Still—deep down the fact was that his attitude 
was a challenge. I could no more have gone away 
from this place leaving Wayne indifferent to me 
than I could have gone leaving my job with Jane 
unfinished. At least then, in the face of his chili 
courtesy, I called it a challenge. I refused to call it 
anything else. 

I was so baffled and obsessed with all this that 
after dinner on that third evening I pleaded a 
headache and excused myself to go to my rooms. 

They were all suprisingly upset by my an¬ 
nouncement. 

"My dear girl," said Jason, "you're sick, that's 

what you are. Maybe we'd better—Bill, you 

know what to do for sickness. What do you 
think-" 

Bill scuffed his feet. His straw-colored hair 

stood on end as it always did, and his big ears got 
pink. 

"Don't know nuthin' for headaches," he said. 
"Had some luck with cows, is all." 

Nobody laughed. They all gazed at him sol¬ 
emnly. 

Doane said, "I'll be glad to ride for a doc¬ 
tor-" 

Jane said instantly, "I'll go with you—" 

Jason glanced at his daughter. It was a dagger 
of a glance. She didn't even see it. She saw 

nothing but the glowing possibility of a night ride 
with Doane. 

I smiled gratefuUy at all of them. "Please don't 
worry about it—it's only a headache. I'll just go to 
bed and by tomorrow morning I'll be fine. 
Good-night everybody." And with a jaunty 



COMPANION TO EVIL 


113 


wave of my hand I went to the head of the stairs 
and started down. 

Once in my sitting room I found I really had no 
desire to go to bed. Of course I had no headache. 
It was just that all of a sudden I'd wanted to be 
alone to think. Besides, 1 felt that 1 d had all the 
evenings with this odd assortment of men that I 
could stand. Jason, trying so hard to be the ami¬ 
able, gracious host; those four mountain men, or 
cowhands or whatever they were, and Doane 
and Wayne, with their background of Harvard 
and the East. Doane I wasn't sure of—was he, 
with his constant attention to Jane, really getting 
interested in her? Or was he only being a polite 
guest to the daughter of his host? I'd talked very 
little to him, keeping myself wed out of the way 
for Jane's sake, and I felt I hardly knew him at all. 
Wayne, of course, I knew well enough to dose 
him firmly out of my mind. Cool, courteous, dis¬ 
tant, indifferent Wayne. I wouldn't waste a 
thought on him. Not one thought. 

So I stood in the middle of my sitting room very 
busily not thinking of Wayne, and the soft tap¬ 
ping came on my door again. Not a knock this 
time and no voice calling—just the soft tap as if he 
was anxious to make as little sound as possible. 
He. For I was sure it must be the old man I'd seen 
pattering down the hall in his dressing gown. 
And this time I'd open the door and let him in. If 
he wanted to know who 1 was, I certainly wanted 
to know who he was. 

The soft tap came again and, almost running, I 
flew over and flung back the door. 

He stood there, the pale wash of lamplight 
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from my sitting room flowing over him. Tall and 
slim, his shoulders firmly square, his head high, 
and his blue eyes sparkling. His face was lean, 
the cheeks, faintly wrinkled and a bit hollow The 
bushy eyebrows had a quirk to them and the 
ig, well-shaped lips lifted at the comers as if 
something, deep inside of him, amused him. 

He was holding no candle and the darkness of 
the hallway behind him made him look, in that 
firs; motionless instant, like some fine o ! d paint¬ 
ing. Then, quickly, he moved. P 

"Please let me come in," he whispered. "I_we 

must get acquainted with a pretty girl!" 

I smiled back at him and stood aside, inviting 

him in. He was by far the most appealing person 

I'd found in this house, with a charm that was as 
warm as an open fire. 

He came in, closing the door carefully after 

him. Then, slipping the key he held in his hand 
into the lock, he turned it. 

I said weakly, "You have a key!" A chill 
stabbed my spine. How many others in this 
house had keys to my rooms? How safe was I 
with my securely locked door? 

He chuckled again. "Yes, I have keys—a lot of 

keys. It offers me a good deal of amusement, 

locking and unlocking doors. No one knows I 

have them so I play games. But before we talk, 

my dear I must apologize for my dress. Hardly 

the type of costume to pay a call on a pretty young 
lady—what?" & 

^ He was a very easy person to 

smile with and, since I'd been here, I'd done so 
little of that. 
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i imagine/ 7 1 told him, ''that you really didn't 
have much time to dress formally." For, as I'd 
expected, he was in his robe, a very crisp, spot¬ 
less one with a wide sash around it and pearl 
buttons that winked in the lamplight. 

He said, suddenly sober, "And how could you 
know that, my dear? That I didn't have time to 
dress?" 

"Because 1 saw you the first night you knocked 
on my door—and someone was hurrying you 
away—as if she was afraid you might be caught." 

"They are always afraid I might be caught. 
They watch me very carefully. It is really very 
kind and devoted of them—possibly 1 should 
appreciate it more. Because you see ! am quite as 
wek aware as they are that if l were caught it 
would, indeed, go very hard for me. But 
still—" here the chuckle came back, "—still I 
manage to escape. It is very tight going. I have no 
time to snatch more than a robe. I lowever, next 
time, if you permit me to call again, i will attempt 
to contrive something a bit more dignified. Out of 
respect to a very charming girl." 

"I think," ! said quietly, "now that you have 
explained the situation, it is more important for 
you to call again, if you wish, than it is to stand 
upon ceremony." 

He said, suddenly sober and his eyes going 
grave, "You are very understanding. I am grate¬ 
ful." He moved toward a chair but didn't sit 
down, waiting for me to choose my chair first. 
I Us feet were bare; Ue'd made his escape without 
even pausing for slippers. Somehow I found this 
very pathetic and touching. 
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"Please sit down." I dropped into a chair near I 
his. "I'm very glad you came. I'm glad to know 1 
you. My name is-" 1 

"You are Estrellita de Peralta/' he said quietly, i 

1 stared at him. My throat was suddenly tight. I » 
gulped against it. 

"How—how did you know?" And when had 
he found out, when only three nights before he'd 
knocked at my door demanding, pleading to 
know who I was? 

"My keys," he said chuckling again. "My keys 
let me find out many things. They think they lock 
me in, but nothing locks me in. Nothing." He 
paused and looked at me. "I opened the bedroom 
door where those two young men were talking. I ' 
opened it only a crack so I cov Id hear. ! 'hey didn't 
know. They thought it was safely locked. So they 
spoke freely. They both know who you are be¬ 
cause when young Scott went to meet young 
Jel fers in Santa Fe, they went about their investi¬ 
gations together." | 

I nodded. So I'd been right. The threat I'd read 
in Wayne's eyes the night he'd returned with 
Doane had been real. If I did anything I wasn't 
supposed to do, he'd take me home and hand me 
over to Father and Amos Snow. 

I lifted my chin as a new strength stiffened my 
spine. I intended to do a lot of things I wasn't 
supposed to do. And I was going to start in right 
that minute by asking this nice old man a lot of 
questions. If he'd found out so much unlocking 
his doors and listening ! was sure he could an¬ 
swer them. 

I said, slowly, "Are they going to send me back 
to my father?” 


COMPANION TO EVIL 


117 


He shook his head. "Even now you know too 
much. You have been a guest in this house. You 
know about Jason Scott. You have met those 
men. They wouldn't dare send you back. ! hey 

would-" his eyes held mine like two dear blue 

lamps, "they would kill you first." 

I jumped. Those last words were so totaMy 
unexpected and his tone, uttering them, was as 
clear and chill as small droplets o! ice water. 

"No-" I whispered. "No!" 

He said nothing. Just sat there and looked at 
me. And 1 knew that he was sure he spoke the 
truth. He was most likely wrong. But he was truly 
convinced that he was right. He believed I knew 
too much to be allowed to get away. 

But what did I know? Nothing, so far as I could 
see. I knew, of course, that this beautiful house 
was here—but it must have been here for many 
years; it was an established house, not one re¬ 
cently built. I also knew that its master, Jason 
Scott, was a widower, worried and anxious that 
his daughter be trained in the ways of society. 
And—what else did I know? Practically nothing, 
except that there was an air of mystery about the 
place and that a lot of my questions had been 
evaded. But as a guest (or an employee) I had no 
business to ask questions anyhow and it was only 
natural I should be reminded. What would I do if 
a guest of my father should pry into our family 
affairs? 

By the time Td thought this out, I'd gotten my 
breath back again. My voice was level and clear. 

"That's really ridiculous," I told those clear 
blue eyes, "they wouldn't kill me. I don't know 
anything, really." 
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You think you don't." He leaned forward, his 
bare toes curving into the thick pile of the carpet. 

The reason you don't realize how much you 
know is that you are burning with curiosity to 
know more. That is true, isn't it, my dear?" j 

I nodded. "Yes—yes, that is true." What was 
the use of my not admitting it? I was sure, with 
that gently piercing gaze of his, that he knew the ; 
answer to his questions anyhow. 

He smiled quietly. "So. You trust me enough j 

tell me the truth. That is good. If we have 

frankness between us we may be able to help 

each other. Would-you help me if the opportunity 
arose?" J ' 

"Of course!" I spoke instantly, enthusias- j 

tically but after I'd spoken, with my words 
hanging there in the air between us, I wondered 
just what I was promising? Where would such a 
promise lead? What was I getting myself into? 

But it was too late to take back my words now. 

He was beaming at me happily. He was patting 
his hands together softly, like a pleased child and 
he was nodding his head with satisfaction. 

So—we strike a bargain. You will help me 
when the time comes, and I—will.answer your 
questions. Some of them. It may be-" He 

stopped. His head jerked up. His eyes whipped 
wide, startled. 

In a swift movement he was on his feet. One 
long stride and he'd blown out the lamp. Dark¬ 
ness dropped like black wings. For an insta nt I sat 
still, shocked by the suddenness. Then, with no 

sound of a footstep, I heard the soft closing of a 
door. He had gone. * 
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Instinctively I ran across the sitting room, into 
my bedroom, flinging myself across my bed. If 
anyone came my story would be that, fully 
dressed I'd laid down to ease my aching head and 
had fallen asleep. But my carefully concocted 
story was never used. Nobody came. There were 
no footsteps, no turning of door-handles—noth¬ 
ing. 

By and by I got up, lit a lamp and slowly un¬ 
dressed. It was when, automatically, I reached 
for my nightdress that I realized it was not laid 
out on the bed, ready for me. Neither was my bed 
open. Maria had not prepared for me. Why? 
Where was she? What had happened? 

Of course—with the excuse of my headache 1 
had come to my rooms a good three hours earlier 
than usual. Maybe that was it. But my reasoning 
didn't satisfy me. I was worried. Suppose some¬ 
thing happened to Maria? What would I do with¬ 
out her? I realized how fond of her I'd grown, and 
how much I'd come to depend on her in this 
strange and mysterious house. 

I told myself firmly I was fretting over nothing. 

I told myself to take a book to bed and in the 
comforting lamplight to read until 1 got sleepy. So 
I read and I got sleepy and still Maria did not 
come. Finally, still talking sensibly to myself (and 
myself not paying much attention) l blew out my 
lamp and cuddled down to sleep. Without any 
doubt I would wake up to Maria and my breakfast 
tray—which was a fine and comforting thought. 

I'd dosed my eyes and was just drifting off 
when the sudden smash of the explosion rocked 
the house and the brilliant glare filled my room. 
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Instantly I was at the window. The stab of light 
had gone but there was a glow that seemed to rise 
from that band o* trees I was so curious about. It 
was a strange glow, rising and falling with a 
rhythm of its own. It was not at all the steady 
glow that you'd expect as the aftermath of an 
explosion. 

I was so intent watching it—and wondering— 
that for a minute I saw nothing else. Then, in that 
queer light, i saw, for the first time, movement on 
the valley floor. Movement that was not slow and 
quiet like the cows grazing (and what cow would 
graze at midnight?) but movement that was swift 
and jerky. Men running. It could be nothing else. 
Even though, at this distance, they were small as 
dolls and totally unrecognizable, I was sure they 
were men and not animals of any kind. And they 
were running—running hard—and what were 
they running from? Something they feared—I 
could Seel that, even way up here looking down 
as I was. There was terror in their flight. 

I stood at my window and watched them in the 
light of that strange throbbing glow and then, 
suddenly, came the knock on my door. A soft 
knock, but insistent, demanding. Had my old 
man come back to explain the explosion? I ran, in 
the darkness, across my bedroom and my sitting 
room and flung the door open. 

Maria fell into my arms. 

She was breathless, shaking. She clung to me 
so tightly that against my own breast I could feel 
her struggle to get her breath. Then she pulled 
herself away, snatched the key from my hand 
and relocked the door. Without pause she pulled 
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me into my bedroom, drew the i lick folds of 
chintz across the windows and lit a lamp. Not till 
she'd done all this did she face me, still panting a 
little but pulling the cloak of her control safely 
around her. 

"Miss Ramona—if they follow me, if they come 
here—will you tell them I've been here fora long 
time? At least an hour. Tell them you came up to 
bed and found me asleep and you let me sleep. 
Can you say that?" 

"I've been here a lot longer than an hour," I 
told her. "I came up right after dinner. 1 had a 
headache-" 

"And I was not here to take care of you! Oh, 
Miss Ramona-" 

"It wasn't a real headache—" My voice 
dropped to a whisper. "It was just that I wanted 
to be alone. ' But I hadn't been alone. I'd been, for 
possibly an hour, talking to that old man. Should 
I tell Maria this? Should I ask her who he was? 
Running around this house at night with his keys 
that opened all locked doors? That let him hear so 
many secrets? 

But before 1 could decide just what to do there 
came another knock on my door. And this time 
there was no doubt who it was. Jason Scott him¬ 
self was calling my name. 

"Ramona—are you all right?" 

Maria, a smile suddenly breaking through her 
obvious fright, grabbed my hand and, together, 
we went into the sitting room. I crossed to open 
the door, drawing my robe closer around me, and 
she, quickly, lit a lamp. 

Jason Scott stood in the hallway. He was not in 
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a robe, as if he'd been awakened from sleep; 1 
neither was he in the dinner dothes he'd worn ] 
earlier. He was in the workdothes he probably I 
wore during the day. And in his eyes, deep ] 
down, was the terror I'd felt in those tiny men * 
fleeing across the valley floor so short a time ! 
before. 1 ie'd been one of them, no doubt. But 
why had he come, looking like this, to my room? 

And I knew. It was not concern for me that ] 
brought him it was a need to know where Maria 
was. For his eyes had leaped past me to find her j 

where, quietly composed now, she was lighting 
another lamp. 

"Maria-" He was whispering now. I 

"Maria—is here?" * 

"Of course," I said smoothly, "Where else ] 
would she be? I had such a bad headache and ] 
she's been an angel taking care of me." It as- I 

tonished me to discover how easily I could He 1 
when I had to. y 

It was clear that Jason Scott was so amazed he i 
couldn't speak. And Maria, hearing what I'd told 1 

iiim, turned now and came toward us, her face i 
serene and smiling. ] 

"Am l needed somewhere else, Mr. Scott?" 
she asked gently. "If not I'd like to stay a little 
longer with Miss Ramona—till she's out of pain 
and has fallen asleep." 

"Yes. Yes, of course," Jason said. "Stay with 
her as long as you like," 

And, turning away, he disappeared in the 
darkness of the hallway. 

I closed the door and Maria locked it. Then she ; 
checked the bolt on the other door and after that 1 
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she followed me into the bedroom. I climbed back 

■ 

into my bed and she busied herself picking up the 
clothes Td tossed here and there when I'd gotten 
myself undressed. Then, having straightened the 
room to her satisfaction she came slowly, to stand 
beside my bed. 

"Miss Ramona—thank you for what you did 
for me just now—with Mr. Scott. I think, 
perhaps, you saved my life. I—1 can't tell you 
more than this. I'm sorry but—you will have to 
trust me. Can you?" 

She stood there, her dark eyes fastened on my 
face, and in them I saw a curious mixture o< 
pleading and pride. She wanted me to trust ner; 
she wanted us to be allies in whatever it was that 
had sent her, so short a time before, pounding on 
my door. But she was an Indian, a descendant of 
the conquered and I was Spanish, a descendant 
of the conquerors. Her pride of race, her loyalty 
to her people battled with her need of friends! lip 
with me. 

I said, quietly, "I trust you, Maria. We are 
friends." 

The trouble in her eyes faded. She smiled, and 
then she was gone, her quick footsteps fading. 
There was the opening and closing of a door, the 
click of a key turning in the lock—and then si¬ 
lence. 

I settled myself for sleep. Tomorrow would be 
another day—but I could not guess, as 1 peace¬ 
fully closed my eyes, what a day it would be— 
how, in the warm golden sunlight, 1 would have 
love offered to me, and see death flash into eyes 
that had been so friendly. 


CHAPTER X 


That next morning we rode as usual. Doane and 
Jane, Wayne and I. And everything would have 
been fine if brother and sister had not gotten into 
the disagreement about which trail we were to 
ollow when, in the middle of the morning, we 
came to a fork. Jane said right; Wayne said left. 
Even with that it wouldn't have made much dif¬ 
ference (riding was riding and as long as we 
weren't lost, what matter?) except that this was 
the day we'd all agreed would be good for a picnic 
at a special place Wayne and Jane said would be 
perk’Li some high point in the mountains 
Doane and I hadn t seen before. That was why 
the fork in the trail was of such importance. 

So, Wayne and Jane had their bitter argument 

and bitter it was. Jane flew into a high fury and 

finally, with a jerk of her shoulders and a toss of 

her angry head, kicked the flanks of her horse 

and galloped up the right hand fork, vanishing 

almost immediately in the thick trees of the 
forest. 

Doane started to follow her. Wayne shook his 
head. "Let her go. She'll work out of her rage 
soonest by herself." He stared, for a minute 
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along the trail she'd gone and then, consider¬ 
ingly, he eyed the other one. Finally he said, 
"Maybe she's got the right idea—we both know 
the landmarks we're looking for and they're not 
too far along. Why don't you two wait here while 
1 ride up this other fork, and if I shout you come 
after me. If I'm wrong I'll ride right back and we 
can follow Jane." 

So that was the way it was agreed—and what a 
fool I was not to see what was coming. But how 
could i 7 And if it had not happened then, 
wouldn't it have happened later—with the same 
deadly results? 

For the minute we were alone, Doane pro¬ 
posed! 

"I know this is abrupt, Ramona, and I'm sorry 
if has to be this way. But this is the first moment 
in all this time that I've had you alone and—and 1 
must make every second count. I love you. I've 
loved you from that first moment when 1 entered 
the dining room and saw you sitting there—so 
serene, so lovely—oh, my darling, have you any 
idea how beautiful you are?" 

I stared at him, completely astonished. This 
was the last thing I'd ever thought of. My mind 
had been so full of Jane, of struggling to make her 
acceptable, if not fascinatingly charming, in the 
eyes of this man that nothing else had ever oc¬ 
curred to me. 

He said, "Ramona—I—I can't talk to you like 
this-" 

And, not understanding what he meant, I 
thought, with rising indignation. You certainly 
can't! But, before I could think further, or under- 
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stand better, he'd swung down from his saddle 
(ind lifted me from mine—and ! was in his arms 
I struggled—and he held me. "I love you, 
Ramona. Please marry me, soon, and let me take 
you away from here. This is no place for you. 
Believe me. Oh—Ramona-" 

And then, holding me close with one arm, he 

lifted my chin with strong fingers and his mouth 

came down on mine, warm and demanding. For 

just a breath I fought him—then I felt myself 

relax. Something—an answering something— 

stirred in m\ blood. ! telt my hands reach toward 
his shoulders- 

Then, quickly, he dropped his arms, lifted his ; 
head and turned. I spun around and together we 
stared. In the trail on the left Wayne sat on his i 
horse, quietly watching us. In the right hand trail 
sat Jane, her face dead whiter her green eyes 

slashed with hatred and bright with the hot in¬ 
tent to kill. 

An icy wave washed over me. My heart bit 1 
with its chill. What would happen now? Dear 
God —what would happen now? 

For the moment nothing happened. Wayne 
rode forward, smiling faintly as if seeing me in i 
Doane s arms was really rather amusing. But my 
eyes, still blurred with shock, did notice that his 1 
face had gone white under the tan, and that the 
smile reached no farther than his lips. : 

I flashed a look at Jane, but she was no longer 
there. She d wheeled her horse and, his hoofs 

almost silent on the thick carpet of pine needles 
she'd vanished. j 

Wayne said, as if nothing had happened, "I *' 
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was right—the spot we'd chosen to picnic in is up 

this fork, fust follow me—an hour's ride will 
bring us to it." 

Obediently I touched my horse to start him up. 
But Doane hesitated. 

Hadn 11 better follow jane? She might-" 

"No—nothing will happen to her. She'll be all 
right. And then he added, "She always gets 
upset when she's proved wrong, as she was 
about the right trail. She ll probably catch up with 

us when she gets hungry. We have all the lunch 
with us." 

Doane nodded and came along. I rode between 
the two men, going single file on the narrow trail, 
and 1 wondered if Wayne really believed the ex 

so glibly or whether he was 
merely covering up for his sister. But there was 
nothing to do but ride on. 

The picnic spot was all they'd promised us. It 
was a shelf, breathtakingly high, with the whole 
world of desert and valley spread out below us 
and the blue ol mountains, the glittering white of 
snowy peaks rising far beyond. The beautiful 
emptiness, the eternal distances, the everlasting 
blue of the sky with its tossing puffs of white 
cloud moved through me as it always did. 

This country was life. 

Wayne said softly, "You really love it, don't 
you?" 

I turned. He was watching me and there was 
that glowing something in his eyes that I'd seen 
twice before. My heart lurched, thudding so 

hard, so chokingly, that I had to swallow quickly 
against it. 
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Then I said, '"I more than love it. It's part of me. 
Away from this land I think !'d die. That's 

why-" I stopped, just in time. I'd almost said. 

That's why I ran away from Amos Snow. Though [ 
had an uncomfortable feeling Wayne had 
finished the sentence for himself. 

1 hen Doane was saying easily, "Oh, you'd 
soon enough forget this country if you were 
happy somewhere else. 1 grant it's fascinating 

but-" he paused and his eyes met mine, "San 

Francisco is fascinating too." 

His message was clear, and I felt my cheeks get 
hot. San Francisco was the place he'd take me 
to—if I married him. Well, I thought ruefully, San 
Francisco would he a lot better than Maine. 


So quickly, to hide my flushed face, I bent to 
unpack the two hampers that Wayne and Doane 
had had strapped to their saddles. It was good 
food—cold chicken, sliced ham, delicious 


sandwiches, deviled eggs, small hot breads that 
were, miraculously, still fluffy and warm and 
then for dessert, fresh fruit and tiny cakes. But 
long before dessert jane joined us. She came rid¬ 
ing up the trail, whistling gaily so that we heard 
her long before we saw her. And when we did see 
her, she was grinning broadly and waving with 
great cheer. 


"I got lost," she told us as she swung down 
from her saddle, "and I'm ravenous." 

So the whole thing was to be ignored, was it? 
But I wondered how long she intended to ignore 
it. She would never forget, I was sure, that Doane 
had kissed me. And I would never forget (I'd 
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better not!) the murderous hate I'd seen in her 
eyes. 

For the rest of that day things went smoothly 
enough. Jane and I only had a couple of hours for 
our studies by the time we got home and had 
changed and, during that time, she seemed just 
as usual. We did a bit of history and a little French 
conversation and I offered several points of be¬ 
havior and general manners and it all went as it 
did each day. So that when she left my sitting 
room to dress for dinner I was left puzzled and 
wondering. 

Had she really determined to overlook the 
whole thing? Or had she, on thinking it over, 
made up her mind to try doubly hard to work h 
becoming a lady who, in Doane's eyes, would be 
an acceptable wife? Or—and this I dwelt on the 
longest, turning and twisting it in my mind—had 
she merely smoothed over the surface and, un¬ 
derneath, did that murderous hatred still bubble 
and roil? Waiting, possibly, for the chance to 
express itself? 

But, for the next two days, 1 had little time to 
wonder about anything. The dressmaker I'd 
suggested might be found in Denver (certainly 
not in Santa i : o!) had been discovered, sent for 
and arrived. The suite between my rooms and 
lane's was turned over to her and that sitting 
room became a sewing room. We dragged out all 
of Jane's impossible clothes to see what might be 
done with them and, besides this, Miss Farley 
(Jenny Farley, the dressmaker) had brought all 
kinds of material and patterns for new things. 
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"You'd honestly think. Miss Perez," she said j 
to me as we were working together, "that I was 
here to prepare a trousseau. Am I? Is that what's 1 
in the wind?" 1 

"It could be—I really don't know," I told her. . 
"What put the idea into your head?" 

"Well-" she put down the bolt of ivory ] 

brocade she was carrying and turned to me," 
nothing, of course, was said directly, but when j 
Mr. Scott wrote giving me directions he 
suggested materials, like this brocade, that 
seemed to me suitable for a bride. But, of course, I ] 

could be wrong." 

"Yes, you could be—or you could be right. I j 
really don't know." I smiled at her. I was eer- * { 
tainly not going to introduce her to the problems 
of this strange family—or this even stranger j 
house. j 

I found myself liking Jenny. She was a small j 
brown wren of a woman, bird-boned and slight. j 
Her brown hair was parted in the middle and i 
drawn down over her ears; her brown eyes were 
quiet under the small straight eyebrows and her ] 
Mps were straight too—though neither narrow j 
nor tight. She could have been any age from late 
twenties to early forties. She was the kind of 
person who woui ! d melt into any background, 
almost invisibly. 

It was good ! liked her and that we worked well 
together because, for those three days, I saw no 
one else. Mornings, afternoons and some even¬ 
ings we pored over patterns, fabrics and clothes, 
then she considered herself well enough or¬ 
ganized so she could go ahead and work by her- 
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self, calling Jane in for fittings and me for consul¬ 
tation whenever she deemed it necessary. 

And it was a good thing my mind could be 
freed Iron tall the detail because, for the first time 
in nearly a week, my elderly friend came back. 

I didn't realize how eagerly I'd been waiting for 
him until, when I heard the faint scratching on 
my door, I felt the sudden thrill of excitement 
sparkle along my veins. The scratching was much 
fainter than it ever had been before so I knew he 
was aware that Jenny Farley in the next suite 
might be awake and listening. So, when I'd run 
across my sitting room, I opened the door very 
quietly and as quietly he slipped in. 

"This is as good a chance as any and better than 
most," he whispered. No greeting, no time 
wasted on the amenities. He just plunged into 
what he had to say. "They're not drawing any 

attention to themselves while she's here-He 

nodded his head in the general direction o* 

Jenny-"So if you want to take a look you'll be 

safe. At least—I hope you'll be." He bent his head 
a little, looking deep into my eyes. There was no 
amusement now curling his lips, no twinkle in 
the eyes that met mine. "My dear/' he asked 
gently, "are you easily frightened? Are you 
afraid—or reluctant—to face facts? Are you one 
of those who would rather avoid situations hop¬ 
ing that, if you turn your back on them, they will 
go away?" 

I thought for a minute before I answered him. 
This was, obviously, a very grave decision I had 
to make. If I told him "no" to these questions 
would be assuring him that I could (or would try 
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my best to be) brave and courageous. It i said 
"yes" 1 would be admitting that I was timid and 
fearful—and what would be the result of that? I'd 
have to go on, day after day, stumbli ng through a 
mystery that, I felt, was not only thickening but ^ 
was becoming more and more dangerous. And, I 
according to this old man, I was trapped here. He 
had said I already knew too much to be allowed to 
leave. So actually what choice did I have? And 
wouldn't it be much better to face squarely what¬ 
ever must be faced, than to shiver and shake in 
the chill fog of uncertainty and ignorance? j 

So I lifted my chin and stiffened my shoulders. 
"It's much better to understand things than it is 
to dodge them, isn't it? So, if there are things that 
may frighten me. I'll just have to learn to be 
courageous." I smiled at him then and added, "I 
haven't any idea, really, whether I'm brave or 
not—I've never had a chance to find out." I 

He returned my smile, Hie twinkle came back 
into his eyes and I felt his relief. 

"Breeding," he said. "Breeding and aristo¬ 
cratic blood show in ladies as they do in horses. ! 
was sure this would be so but I felt it wise to offer j 

you a choice. So-" he nodded his head, "our 

bargain ho ids then, my dear? I answer your ques¬ 
tions, and you will help me when the opportu¬ 
nity arises?" 

I moved my head in agreement. "1 will help 
you in any way 1 can whenever there is opportu¬ 
nity, and you will answer my questions." 

"This is a pact." 

"This is a pact." 

We shook hands on it. Soberly, solemnly. And 
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somehow 1 r elt very good about it. I now had an 
ally, a friend, someone I could talk to and be 
assured of a response. 1 was no longer alone 
battling, as I'd been with Maria and everyone else 
in this house, a mystery, a secret they were all 
shielding. Now the door I 'd been beating my fists 
against was going to be opened for me. 

I gestured toward the chair he'd sat in before 
and took a step toward mine. 

"Tell me-" I began. 

But he simply shook his head. "To tell you 
would be unsatisfactory—simply my unsup¬ 
ported word which, in these incredible cir¬ 
cumstances, you might well doubt. So- I will not 
tell you—1 will show you. As 1 say, there will be 
no activity while that dressmaker is here—they 
don't dare. I have listened to conversations— 
three of them at different times—and they all 
agree about this. So come with me and I wili 
show you. But first, you will please change your 
clothes. 1 think if you will wear whatever it is you 
wear when you go riding-?" 

I nodded. "It won't take me long," and 1 ran 
into my bedroom. 

My fingers shook with excitement as I fumbled 
with the intricate hooks and eyes of the dress Td 
worn at dinner and through the usual evening of 
singing. Maria had turned down my bed for me 
and had laid out my night things as usual and it 
suddenly occurred to me to wonder what would 
happen if she came back, as she usually did, to 
settle me for the night while I was so frantically 
getting into my riding clothes—and while the old 
man was waiting in my sitting room? What 
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would she think? What would she do? Did she 
know this old man was in the house? A ud did she 
know who he was? Because I didn't. And it 
seemed to me 1 certainly should, fie knew who 1 
was and if this was to be a fair pact between us I 
ought to know who he was. 

1 was so eager to tell him this that I went back 
into the sitting room still tying a scarf around my 
neck. But, as if he had been reading my mind, he 
was ahead of me. 

"It seems, my dear/' his eyes were twinkling. 
His smile amused, "that I have failed in a cour¬ 
tesy. I have neglected to introduce myself to you. 

My name is Cornelius and I-" He paused. His 

smile faded, his eyes dulled, and his expression 
became troubled. "That, I am afraid, will have to 
do for now. The rest is a long story and I—I would 
rats ter have you see what it is l have to show you 
first." 

1 made myself smile at him, but I was both 
disappointed and annoyed. He'd knew exactly 
who I was, all the details about me, but he was 
making a mystery of himself. It wasn't fair. If we 
were to be frank with each other why not be just 
that—frank? 

He saw, of course, what my reaction was. My 
surface smile didn't fool him. But all he said was. 

"Come, my dear, we must go. I contrived bus¬ 
iness that would occupy your Maria for awhile, 
but you must be back here and with your clothes 
changed before she has a chance to come to you. 
So—if you will please hurry." 

So that was why Maria was not here! What a 
clever old man this was that I was dealing with. 
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"Where is it we're riding?" I asked. "And can 
you ride—that way?" 

He chuckled. "In my robe? I could, Miss Estrel- 
lita, if I had to—but I don't. We're not riding 
anywhere. You're walking—quite a distance. 
And you're walking alone. All I will do for you, 
ail I can do—is open a door." 

I stared at him but he had already turned away 
to cross my sitting room and open the door into 
the hallway. 

There was nothing for me to do but follow him. 

We didn't go far—merely across the hall and a 
few steps to the left toward the curve of the stairs. 
There, at a spot in front of what was apparently 
an unbroken wall of paneling, he picked up a 
lantern, two candles and a box of matches. These 
he handed to me and, as 1 glanced at them, I 
heard a faint click. Quickly I looked, but i was not 
quick enough to see just what he had done. All I 
saw was that the paneling had yawned open and 
that beyond there was an oblong of thick dark¬ 
ness. 

He waved his hand toward it. "There are many 
steps," he was whispering again. "There are 
stretches of level corridor. Then more steps. It 
will lead you where you want most to go—to the 
valley floor and to the line of trees you have been 
so curious about. That is what you wanted to ask 
me, isn't it? About the valley and the trees and 
what lies between them?" 

"How—how did you know?" 

"Listening," he whispered. "Using my keys 
and listening. You have asked too many people 
too many questions. They know you are curious 
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about this; they are afraid you are clever enough 
to find out. If you do, and they find out you 
know, it—will cost you your life. That is their j 
answer to everything. To kill. They have no other 
solution to any problem." 

I said—and found I had to push the words i 
through a throat that was suddenly dry-—" I hey 
have not killed you—and you know." I 

He nodded. "That is true. But there is a differ- ; 

ence. They still think I know more than they do. j 

And so long as they believe t his I am safe. But this ; 

is not the moment to discuss this, my dear—this ! 

is the moment for you to decide whether you 
want to follow this passageway and have your 
curiosity satis ied or whether you wish to remain 
here and be safe—or as safe as anyone in this 
house and under your circumstances can be." 1 

It took me no time at all to decide. "Til go," I 
said flatly. I 

He nodded as if he'd known what my decision \ 
would be—as, I suppose, he did. 

"I cannot wait Here for you, but I will leave this ■ 
door open a crack so you will have no trouble 
getting back. And when you reach the line of ‘ 
h ces—which is the end of the passageway—it is 
my advice that you do not step out. Stand in the 
mouth of the tunnel, for that is what it is at that 
point, a tunnel—and look all you like. But don't 
step out. It is true what they have told you. There 
is quicksand there and it does shift and it is easy 
to mistake for solid ground. But, while that is 
the truth, it is not all the truth—the rest of it you 
will be able to discover by standing still and look- 
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ing about you. So, please promise me, you will not 
take even one step away from the tunnel mouth.” 

"I promise/' I said. 

And then, with the candles and the matches in 
my pockets and the lantern in my hand, I went 
into that oblong of darkness and took the first 
step down the long flight of stairs in front of me. 





CHAPTER XI 


The steps went straight down, not curved as they 
were in the house. Below, dimly by the light of 
the lantern, I could see where they seemed to 
stop, as Mr. Cornelius said they would, in a 
stretch of level corridor. 1 he steps themselves 
must have been carved out of the earth, as had 
the sides and ceiling of this strange place, but the 
whole thing was lined, and the treads of the steps 
covered, with Hies. BeauHful Hies, in soft colors 
and designs that were familiar to me so that I 
knew they were Spanish, lovingly and painstak¬ 
ingly made by hand. The whole effect was lovely. 

I started down, holding my lantern high, and 
able to go very rapidly since my lantern light was 
reflected on the tiles and made everything clear. 
Down and down I went, reaching the level cor¬ 
ridor and running along it to plunge down the 
next flight of steps. There were three of these 
corridors and then, after the third one, the whole 
atmosphere of the place changed. The Hies 
stopped. The wails and the steps were earth, 
brown and dark, that absorbed my lantern light 
like blotting paper so that, abruptly, I was 


138 


COMPANION TO EVIL 


139 


plunged in a deep gloom. I could hardly see five 
feet in front of me. 

I slowed down and moved cautiously. S he air 
was close and hard to breathe. But the steps 
under my feet were firm and, now that they 
weren't covered with tiles, were clearly hollowed 
and worn, well-trodden. Who was it who had 
worn them like this? Was this passage used by 
Jason and his men? Was that why I had never 
seen any human being cross the valley? I'd won¬ 
dered about that; maybe this was the answer. If it 
was, I didn't like it. I didn't like the idea that, at 
any moment, I might meet one of those thick¬ 
shouldered, powerful men. In their incongruous 
ormal dress at the dinner table they were quiet 
enough and gathered around the piano singing 
they were amiable enough—but what would 
they be like meeting me here where I certainly 
had no business to be and where I was clearly 
sticking my curious nose into business that was 
obviously not mine? 

I began to wish that the earth walls didn't ab¬ 
sorb so much of my lantern light and that I could 
see more than a few feet ahead of me. But I had no 
intention of turning back. To go back now would 
be far worse than never starting out at all. I'd be 
even more deviled by my curiosity, and I'd have 
to admit to that nice old Mr. Cornelius that I'd not 
had the courage he'd wanted me to have. No—I 
had to go on. 

By now the long slanting series of steps had 
stopped and the passage had leveled off, so I 
knew I must be under the floor of the valley and it 
couldn't be far to the t ine of trees that was the end 
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of this tunnel. So, sure of the level floor under my 
feet, I quickened my pace almost to a run. I j 
wanted now, desperately, to get all this over with 
and go back to the safety of my own rooms. 

I'd been right—it wasn't too far. First I felt the i 
movement of air—but it didn't smell as fresh 
night air should smell. It had a heaviness, a 
queerly choking, almost sickening odor. And it 
was warm, not lightly cool as night air should be. j 

But before 1 had time to wonder about this I saw, 
right ahead of me in my lantern light, the green of ■< 
trees, the movement of their branches, the shift 
of their leaves. But it wasn't the lower part of i 
trees I saw—it was their tops. So the trees didn't .1 

line a stream, as I'd been so sure they did—and ; 

why, if! were in an underground tunnel, did the 
tops oi trees show at the mouth anyhow? j 

I slowed down and went forward cautiously. j 
Suddenly, impulsively, 1 turned down my lan- ] 
tern and blew it out. I had matches, I could relight ' 
it quickly out, for some reason, my instinct told 
me I'd be safer in the dark. And my instinct was I 
right. A few seconds after I'd put out my light I 
heard voices. And I recognized them. Jason and 
his men were somewhere near. I couldn't hear 
their .words—their voices seemed to echo, 
bounce back and forth from rocky walls 
perhaps—but the tones were familiar enough. 
And what in the world were they doing here? 
What could keep them so busy night after night 
in this place that I d been told by everyone was an 
uncertain and dangerous place of shifting 
quicksand? 

I crept with increasing caution to the very 
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mouth of the tunnel. And, leaning forward care¬ 
fully I looked down—and down—and down. I'd 
been right—these were tree tops at the level of 
my eyes. But where were their trunks? And was 
there, a ter all, a stream at the bottom? I drew 
back, feeli rig suddenly giddy at the very thought 
of the depths that might be below me. 

hen, to my astonished terror, a faint light 
seemed to glow and grow from far below 
amongst the trees. Were the men coming nearer? 
Were they on their way to return to the house 
through this tunnel? I listened, my ears feeling 
strained w th the effort. But the voices were as far 
away as before and, as before, I could make out 
no words—just the echo of tones. 

I threw myself down flat and, again, peered 
over the rim of the tunnel mouth. Where did that 
glow come from? It wasn't a point of ’ight, as a 
torch of a lantern would make. It was a deep 
glow—orange red and rapidlv growing more bril¬ 
liant. Lying there, my chin on the dirt floor itself, 
I could see now the trunks of those trees. They 
grew on the side of this ravine—but the ravine 
didn't stop where the trees were rooted. It went 
on down—and down. And from below, far be¬ 
low, this red-orange glow was throbbing, rising, 
dropping, rising again—and the odor was getting 
worse, coming in puffs, clicking, sickening. 
And, way down there, I seemed to see a haze— 
like smoke? Or gas? 

Suddenly I knew. Even before the rumble 
came, even before the earth floor under my feet 
began to shake and tremble, I knew. And 1 was 
on my feet running. Back down the tunnel, back 
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to safety. I didn't need the lantern that I clutched 
in my hand, unlit. The glow behind me showed 
me the walls of the tunnel and, as long as the way 
was level, it would, ft was increasing, that glow. 
It was growing redder, deeper, more lurid. And I 
ran as fast as my legs would carry me. For now I 
knew, surely, what I was running from. 

A volcano that was coming awake. A volcano 
that had lain dormant for—how long? Two 
hundred? Five hundred years? However long it 
had been, it was coming awake now. It was 
rumbling itself to life. And if the "life" was vio¬ 
lent enough I might, for all I knew, be buried in 
this underground tunnel. Buried by floods and 
rivers of lava. Buried screaming and terrified and 
alive. 

I flew through the tunnel and scrambled up the 
steps when I came to them. 1 don't know how I 
did it. The steps were endless, and my breath was 
a burning torture in my throat. My lungs ached 
and every muscle in me howled and shrieked 
with the strain I put on it. 

But ! got there. Somehwere when I'd got 
beyond the reach of the glow, I'd stopped long 
enough to light my lantern and when I reached 
the tiled walls I felt safer, though I kept running. 
It seemed to me that behind me there was a wave 
ot heat as we: as fight—but that might have been 
my imagination. Anyhow, the tiled walls felt like 
home and, for the first time, my terror at being 
buried alive faded. I slowed a little bit, partly to 
ease my gasping lungs, partly to watch for the 
door Mr. Cornelius had promised to leave ajar. 
He'd kept his word. The door in that tiled wall, at 
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the head of the last flight of steps, was open just a 
bit. I pushed it fully open—and fell into Maria's 
arms. 

She didn't say a word. She gathered me close 
and led me, gasping and exhausted across the 
hallway and into my own sitting room. Never 
had any p ace looked so good to me. Never had 
any place seemed so safe. Though I knew it 
wasn't safe. I knew that, even as I heard that 
distant rumble, fading now, and felt the quiver of 
the floor under my feet, that no place was safe. 
Not in this house or this valley or, maybe, within 
a hundred miles. Nobody knew—nobody could 
know—how powerful this volcano would be if it 
erupted. Maybe Santa Fe itself would be buried 
in its destruction. Certainly dozens of small 
villages—Spanish villages, villages that were 
being settled by New hnglanders coming from 
the East, and all the lovely ancient Indian 
?ueblos—would all go down in a flaming death. 
Juried, maybe instantaneously, under tons of 
red hot lava. 

Around me, as I realized this and pictured it all 
in my imagination, this lovely lamplit sitting 
room of mine lurched and swayed dizzily as I 
fought the faintness that spread its dark wings 
over me. Maria, still silent, bowed my head low 
and chafed my wrists. Then, hurrying, she 
brought a glass of water. And finally I lifted my 
head. The room had steadied. ! he faintness had 
passed. 

"Now," said Maria at last, "tell me. Please tell 
me everything. Miss Ramona. So much depends 
on it. Please. I—I beg of you." 
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I looked at her. And her good, dark, honest 
Indian eyes met mine. I could see how important 
this was to her—though, then, 1 could not guess 
why. But I realized fully what it meant to her, and 
to her Indian pride, to use that word "beg." So I j 
nodded and told her. I 

I didn't, in the beginning, mention Mr. Cor¬ 
nelius; I felt he should be protected. So f said that, 
coming down the hallway in the dark. I'd gotten 
confused and, fumbling along the wall, had ac¬ 
cidentally opened the i oor in the paneling. 

Maria, I'm sure, knew this wasn't how it had 
happened but she let it pass. She was too intent 
on the rest of my story to bother with it, appar¬ 
ently. And when I had finished she leaned to¬ 
ward me. She'd dropped to her knees beside my 
chair and, now, our heads were almost touching 
so that the slightest whisper was enough. 

She said, her eyes wide, "You saw this? You 
leaned over the edge of that tunnel and saw it?" 

"I saw it. There's no doubt, Maria. It is the 
crater of a volcano and—and it's going to erupt. I 
know it is. I can feel it." 

"I feel it too," she whispered. "So do my 
people. Wise men in our pueblo have warned us. 
That is why I am here." 

"Maria!" For some reason the simplicity, the 
force of her statement shocked me almost as 
much as the volcano itself. Then I was the one to 
whisper, "Tell me." 

She hesitated. Then she began to shake her 
head, and I realized what a stupendous thing ! 
was asking. The personal matters of her pueblo 
were far more secret, and much more to be pro- 
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tected, than my own personal family matters 
could be to me, and I have been trained to protect 
my family dignity at all costs. But, to Maria, it was 
even more important than this. For Maria was not 
only protecting the dignity of her pueblo but its 
safety as well. For the Indian trusted neither the 
Spaniard nor the American—both had in¬ 
vaded; both had conquered. Both had broken 
treaties; both had lied. This knowledge—this fear 
of further betrayal—was ingrained in Maria. In 
her blood, in her bones. But she knew—we both 
knew—the present danger was great. I had 
trusted her with my story. She finally decided to 
trust me with hers. 

“Years ago, maybe when I was a little girl, 
maybe before, the wise men of the pueblos—not 
just my pueblo but others too—began to warn 
our people There was danger coming. Danger 
from fire and lava-flood. We would be buried. 
Our people would be no more. Great talk was 
held. Councils. No one knew. Fear was in all 
hearts. All we could do was watch. So we 
watched. And waited. Then, only two years ago, 
word began to be sent, one to another, that big 
explosions were heard in these Jemez Moun¬ 
tains. Indians came here, silently to watch. They 
saw this valley, this house, these men. They 
came back to tell us. The council met in the Kiva. 
For days they talked. Then—I was sent here. My 
father was one of the wise men who had warned 
of the danger. My grandfather was head of the 
council. So it was I who was chosen to come. I 

have watched. I have listened. But-" she 

spread her hands in a gesture of helplessness, “I 
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have found out so little. I hear the explosions. 1 
hear the terrible rumble when there are no explo¬ 
sions. But—I don't know what it all means. And I 
don't know what I can do to save my people from 
this terrible destruction. Will you help me? Will 
you please help me?" 

"Of course I'll help you." I held her hands 
tightly in mine. "It's my people too who will be 
destroyed if—if this volcano erupts." Suddenly 
the full horror of all this flooded over me. I closed 
my eyes and behind my tense eyelids I could see 
it all—the pouring rivers of brilliant flaming lava, 
spewing out of that terrible slash at the bottom of 
this valley, tumbling down this mountainside 
into the wide and lovely valley below, burying all 
the villages as it went, choking all the people in its 
fumes, carrying death and destruction as far as its 
fury carried it. 

And what could Maria and i do against this? 
What could we hope to do? Why not just run 
from here as fast as our feet could carry us, shout¬ 
ing our warning, urging everyone to flee? But 
would anyone believe us? The Indians would 
believe Maria, but would my people believe me? 

1 pulled in a deep breath. Panic was crowding 
in on me—and panic must be fought. If I gave 
way to it I'd not be able to think—I'd not be able to 
see any way out—always providing there was a 
way. i lifted my head. Maria was watching me, 
waiting for me to conquer myself. I smiled at her 
and saw her dark eyes clear. 

"Maria, do you think it's these explosions we 
hear that—that may be jarring the volcano into 
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She shook her head—a gesture of uncertainty, 
doubt. “I don't know. I don't know enough about 
such things—but I think—yes. My people, when 
: told them about the explosions, think yes, too. 
These explosions began two, maybe three, years 
ago. Until then the volcano slept, as it has slept 
for hundreds of years. So—my people blame the 
white man and his explosions." 

I thought this over. 1 knew nothing about the 
habits of volcanos either, but my instinct agreed 
with her. Though it would depend, I thought, on 
how deeply underground the explosions were 
set and how close they might come to the quaking 
core of the crater. And then, my mind clearing, I 
said, 

"Maria—why are they setting these explo¬ 
sions, anyhow? Surely they must know the 
danger. Why would they do this? Risking their 
lives, and the lives of everyone else?" 

Maria shook her head again. "I don't know. 1 
have tried to find out. ' here is something. There 
must be something that—that no one but these 
men know about—some reason big enough to 
make them take these terrible risks. But—I don't 
know. There is so much I don't know. But now 
that you have found that passage under the 
valley-" 

"You didn't know about that passage?" 

"No. I've puzzled how the men got to the 
ravine without crossing the valley where they 
would be seen, but until I saw you come out of 
that door tonight S didn't know." 

"Then, if you didn't know, how did it happen 
that you were waiting for me?" 
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"You were not in your rooms, but you had 
been here because the gown you'd worn at din¬ 
ner was on the bed. And your riding clothes were 
missing. I—I was frightened for you. I went out 
of here to search. And the first thing ! saw was 
that crack in the paneling that meant a door. And 
there should be no door on that side of the hall¬ 
way, no doors at all. So I pushed a little and it 
opened. I stepped in and looked down those 
steps, and saw your light. So I knew. And I 
waited." She stood up, smiling down on me. 

But I sat still. One thing she'd said kept repeat¬ 
ing itself in my mind. She'd been sure there were 
no doors on that side of the hallway. So she knew 
nothing of Mr. Cornelius. How lucky I'd been to 
obey my instinct not to mention him. ! ; or now I 
knew with certainty that his existence must be 
kept secret. Why, I couldn't imagine, but I was 
sure that his safety in some way depended on my 
keeping his secret. 

Maria, bending over, lifted me to my feet. 
"Come, Miss Ramona, the night is almost gone 
and you've had no sleep. The warm milk I 
brought you has gone cold a long time ago but 
drink it anyhow. And eat the little sandwiches. 
And then sleep." Her arm around me, she took 
me into the bedroom, got me undressed and into 
my night things and then into bed. Obediently I 
sipped the milk which was luke-warm and tasted 
comforting and good. 

Suddenly my eyelids were heavy, my body 
deeply relaxed. Dimly I was aware of Maria mov¬ 
ing softly around straightening the room, hang¬ 
ing up my clothes. T hen the lamplight was blown 


COMPANION TO EVIL 


149 


out, there was the t lick of a closing door and soft 
darkness folded its wings over me. 

But, comfortable and exhausted as I was, my 
last thought was a troubling one. Because I 
realized fully that my journey down that pas¬ 
sageway was not an end, but a beginning. I'd 
discovered tiie volcano, but I'd have to go again 
to find out why they set those terrible charges of 
dynamite. Did they, for some reason, want the 
volcano to erupt? And if not—what other reason 
could there be? 


CHA PTER XII 


I woke to the clear golden loveliness of a New 
Mexican morning. And, reaching my arms high 
and pushing my toes deep into the smooth 
sheets, I stretched luxuriously—before I remem¬ 
bered all that had happened the night before. 
Then I froze in horror. 1—in fact this whole beau¬ 
tiful house and everyone in it—was sitting on top 
of a living, heaving, throbbing volcano, a volcano 
that was stretching itself awake even as I was; a 
volcano that, at any instant, might become fully 
awake and destroy us all. 

I lay still, feeling the chill of pure terror envelop 
ne. My spine froze with it; my scalp crawled with 
it. And what was 1 to do? ( here was no way to 
prevent this eruption of scalding, flaming death. 
There was no way to escape. If I began running 
on the fastest horse I could find right this minute, 
there was no guarantee that I could get far 
enough to escape. I lay very still while this real¬ 
ization washed over me. And for for first time in 
my life the high dear air, the warm gold of my 
beloved New Mexican sunlight, the deep blue of 
the sky, the tawny spaces of the empty desert 
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brought me no comfort no solace, no security of 
any kind. There was no safety for me anywhere. 

My bedroom door was pushed open and 
Maria —dear Maria—came in with my breakfast 
tray. She looked so normal, so natural, her morn¬ 
ing smile so bright, her face so shining, that I 
relaxed and sat up. She set down the tray and 
came over to arrange my pi! lows against my back 
and to set up the little table across my knees. 

'It is late," she said. "I didn't come up earlier 
because I knew you needed the sleep. But now— 
they're waiting and we must hurry a little." 

"Waiting?" I said. "Who's waiting?" 

"Miss Jane. Mr. Wayne. Mr. Doane. They've 
all had breakfast and they're waiting for you." 

"You mean—we're going riding as usual?" The 
idea seemed so incongruous, so ridiculous. To go 
riding up these lovely mountain trails, to breathe 
deeply of the pungent pine-laden air—as if no 
volcano were under our feet, as if, at any instant, 
our whole world might not be swallowed and 
buried deep in flaming rivers of lava. 

Maria leaned toward me. Her Indian hands— 
those hands that were so warmly dry as if the 
desert sun had become soaked into them— 
covered mine and held them tight. 

"Everything," she whispered, "has to be done 
just as always. No one must know—or even 
think—that you have learned what you have 
learned. If they think you know, they will kill 
you. : don't know why this is so important to 
them. I only know it is. I know that my own life is 
in danger here if they know what I have found 

out. And so is yours, now. So you must eat your 
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breakfast and get dressed and go down and ride 
with them as you have each morning. And—" 
she suddenly crossed herself, "God help us all!" 

I found myself duplicating her gesture. 1 
crossed myself too and murmured her last 
words. God help us all. 1 hen I pulled in a deep 
breath to steady myself. All that she said was 
true, of course. My life was in danger. Old Mr. 
Cornelius had told me so, and now Maria was 
repeating it. And then, I remembered the night I 
had met Mrs. Alexander in the hallway. Mrs. 
Alexander had said, with shaking urgency, "Get 
away—this place is dangerous." 

But, each time this had been said to me, my 
tad been on something else and I had dis- 
counted it, shrugged it off. It seemed such an 
impossible thing to believe that I'd not believed 
it. But I believed Maria now. I had to believe her. 
There was a deep earnest intensity in her eyes 
i tat made it impossible for me not to believe. 
Now there could be no doubt about it. 

My life and hers were in danger—and not only 
from the volcano. Our lives were in danger from 
these men. All of them? All? I knew—I think I'd 
always known—that the four thick-necked 
heavy-nuscled men who wore their dinner 
clothes so incongruously were, underneath their 
sleek tailoring, bad men. Not only were they 
coarse and crude but their eyes were shifty and 
deep down had a glint of ugliness. Those men 
wouk stop at nothing if their interests were 
crossed or if an obstacle—me, for instance- 
stood in the way of anything they wanted. But 
what about the other men? Jason Scott and 
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Wayne and Doane Jeffers? Jason, who had al¬ 
ways treated me with consideration and 
courtesy—a courtesy he'd been so pathetically 
eager to acquire. Why? I'd always puzzled about 
this. Why was Jason Scott so anxious to appear to 
be a gentleman? But, gentleman or not, would he 
turn on me in a murderous rage if he discovered 
what I knew about the volcano? I couldn't believe 
that he would. I couldn't imagine it. 

And as for Wayne—Wayne, with the cool de¬ 
tached eyes, the bits of indifferent, careless con¬ 
versation that he offered me whenever we rode 
together or faced each other across the dinner 
table—would Wayne turn on me? Would his al¬ 
most frosty detachment suddenly blaze into a 
killing flame? I couldn't imagine that, either. 

Then where did the danger to me actually lie? If 
Jason and Wayne meant me no harm, then who 
could? or wasn't Jason the master of this house 
and all its at fairs? Would the men, no matter how 
evil they might be, defy him and threaten me 
anyhow? It didn't make sense. None of it made 
sense. 

But i knew, as I got out of bed and dressed 
quickly for riding, that all the people who had 
warned me of danger were convinced that the 
danger was there—and I'd better respect that 
conviction. 

I was dressed and climbing the wide beautiful 
curving stairway to the first floor and the upper 
terrace where the horses would be waiting before 
I realized that, when I'd considered each man, I'd 
left out Doane. But Doane, I was sure, didn't 
matter. For one thing he was a guest here and 
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probably knew no more than the most casual 
surface things about the household—and for 
another he had told me he loved me and asked 
me to marry him. So, as rapidly as he'd come into 
my mind, I tossed him out. My business, so far as i 
Doane was concerned, was to see to it that he 
swit< ied his interest back to Jane, Jane was my 
job—her happiness, her success. 

By the time Fd reached the top of the stairway 
and crossed the colorfully elegant, beautiful en~ | 
trance hall and stepped out onto the terrace 
where, in the driveway beyond, the horses were 
waiting, I had (as Maria had told me I must) 
pushed everyth i ng into the farthest corner of my 1 
mind, i must live only in this present moment, 
and this present moment meant riding the moun¬ 
tain trails that I loved and taking my part in the 
lightly gay conversation the others offered. ! 

We rode for an hour or more and everything 
was as usual. Wayne and I rode ahead, side by 
side, the trail easily wide enough for two, and 
some distance behind us Doane and Jane fol- I 
lowed. We'd taken a trail that we all were familiar ] 
with but then, when we reached a fork, Wayne 
turned left. 

"We've never gone this way—let's try it. I've I 
not been here for years but it seems to me it's a 
good one. It curves around and comes out on the 
other side of the mountain. You'll get a view 
you've never seen before." 1 

I nodded. My mornings, riding with Wayne, 
were always a problem. I never knew, really, 
wha t to say or what to do. All I ever wanted to do, 
really, was sit and look at him. He was so dear to 
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me—the strong lines of his jaw; the curve of his 
cheek; the way his chestnut hair grew on his 
broad forehead; the blueness—the deep beautiful 
blueness—of his eyes. And his mouth, the 
generous breadth of it and the way the corners 
tucked themselves in, tilting up a little. That 
mouth—I d seen it relaxed into a gentle tender¬ 
ness when he'd looked sometimes at his sister or 
when, just a few days before, he'd touched the 
ankle of his horse that had stumbled on a stone. 
Though there was no tenderness, ever, when 
Wayne looked at me. Always he eyed me with 
those blue eyes grown flat and cool, and that 
mouth tightened to a thin, firm line. 

There was nothing I could do about this indif¬ 
ference except endure it. I refused to flirt against 
it. I'd only be making a fool of myself. So, always, 
' rode beside him with my back straight, my chin 
up and my eyes ahead. What else was there for 
me to do? And if, while 1 looked so carefully 
ahead, the edge of my vision saw only Wayne, if 
my mind was aware of his slightest movement 
and my heart hammered and kicked and tossed 
whenever he looked at me, at least no one knew it 
but me. My careful veneer of manners and con¬ 
trol remained uncracked. At least 1 thoughtitdid. 

So we rode, almost shoulder to shoulder as the 
trail narrowed, and the beauty of the forest 
seeped into me as it always did. Up here the trees 
were tall, their trunks thick and straight, the 
branches only beginning twenty feet above the 
ground, the feathery pine-needles lacing them¬ 
selves in a canopy against the sky. The ground 
was so thick with the accumulation of centuries of 
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brown fallen needles and rotted moss and rich 
humus, that the hoofs of our horses made no 
sound. The shadows were softly green and pur- 
ply gray and, where t! ie sunlight did get through, \ 

it lay on the ground in pools and splashes of pure 
coin gold. 

A beautiful trail, a beautiful morning—so 
beautiful that the horrors of the night before 
seemed utterly fantastic and unreal and it was no 
trouble at all to put the whole thing out of my 
mind and live completely in the present. j 

The trail twisted and turned, wandering but 
always climbing. We came to a little clearing and 
Way ue turned aside, pulling to a halt. I followed 
him. 

“Jane and Doane must have dropped far 
behind—I don't even hear their voices. Do you?" 

I listened. But there was no sound—just the 
soughing of the branches high above our heads 
as they swayed and tossed lightly in the breeze. 
Somewhere there was a stream that was gurgling 
and singing its way down the mountain from the 
clear cold springs above us. But there was no 
sound of voices and of course, on the thick pad of • 

pine needles, no sound of hoofs. 

Wayne said, “They can't be lost—lane knows 
these trails as well as I do." 

I think it was this that put the idea into my 
head. Lost. Jane and Doane might be lost. Some- ( 
thing began to move—just a little wriggle—in my 
mind. Though at that moment, I wasn't even 
aware of it. I only realized it later. At that moment 
all I thought of was Jane. Suppose, on this lovely 
trail, she'd managed to rouse Doane into some 
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kind of interest—romantic interest? Suppose 
their silence meant that they were—otherwise 
occupied? Maybe Doane's interest in me hadn't 
been as violent as he'd tried to convince me it was 
and maybe Jane had been able to make him s orget 
the whole thing. 

I certainly hoped so. ! * Jane could be success? til 
with Doane it would be the making of her—it 
would change her whole life. How I prayed this 
might be so. 

Of course said none of this to Wayne. I just 
smiled at him and asked if he thought we'd better 
ride back and find them. 

"Might there have been an accident? Could 
one of the horses have twisted an ankle or some¬ 
thing?" I asked. 

"I don't know Wayne shook his head 
doubtfully. "Doane's riding a horse that's new to 
him. Scandal, the roan he's been using, threw a 
shoe early this morning so 1 gave him Kick'em 
Up. We called him that because that's the kind of 
colt he was. But he's grown up now and quieted 
down. : thought he'd be all right for Doane. But 
maybe I was wrong." 

I glanced at him. He was frowning and his 
eyes, intent, were searching the trail we'd been 
following. Obviously he was worried. 

And then, suddenly, we neard it. Jane's shout, 

"Stop him- stop him!" The earth shook, the air 

seemed to tremble, with the frantic pounding o ! 
hoofs and, before either Wayne or I could move, 
Doane's horse flashed past with Doane, white¬ 
faced, wild-eyed, clinging to his saddle. 

At a gallop close behind—but not close 
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enough—came Jane, her face as white as 
Doane's, her hair blowing in a straight-out pen- 1 
nant behind her. j 

Wayne wheeled his Arabian and took off after 1 
them. i 

My first impulse was to follow. Then I tight- j 
ened my reins and sat very still. 1 was alone. I was 
unwatched. Would an opportunity like this ever : 
happen again? Wasn't this what I 'd been praying 
for? j 

With no further thought I wheeled my horse 
and took off through the tall straight trunks of the 
trees at right angles to the trail we'd been follow¬ 
ing. I made good time. In the shadowed depths of | 
that forest, where the ground itself lay buried 
under the deep accumulation of pine needles, 
there was little undergrowth and the trees were 
spaced widely enough apart so that my mare was 
able to pick her way quickly. j 

My one thought was to get out of sight of * 
anyone riding the trail we had been on. Wayne at 
any moment might miss me. And 1 had a feeling j 
that, faced with the choice of stopping Doane's 
runaway horse or keeping me from getting 
away—he would come after me. Not through any I 

feeling for me, I thought bitterly, but because I I 
knew too much (even though he didn't know 
how much I did know) to be allowed to escape. I 

Because that's just what I was going to do. 
Escape, was going to get to Santa Fe as fast as I 
could and I was going to ride to the Governor's i 
Palace and talk to the governor himself. 1 was 
going to describe what I had seen from that tun- - 
nel mouth the night before, I'd tell him about the 
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dynamite these men were setting and what the 
Indians feared—I'd tell him all I knew. Though 
even now I realized I knew too little, because I 
didn't know why they were setting the charges of 
dynamite; I didn't know what they were doing 
down there in that ravine at the bottom of the 
valley that was really a crater. I'd have to find all 
that out somehow. But 1 did know enough to ta ilk 
to the governor—and if he handed me over to my 
father that was a chance I'd have to take. 

The governor and my father, of course, were 
friends. In fact I'd met the governor several times 
in my father's house. So naturally I'd be wel¬ 
comed as a prodigal daughter and sent home. But 
that was of no importance now. Neither was the 
fact that I'd probably be forced to marry Amos 
Snow. Important as all that had been to me yes¬ 
terday, in the light of what I'd seen the night 
before and what Maria had told me, it faded into 
nothingness. What could my own personal prob¬ 
lems matter compared to this terrible danger 
threatening the whole countryside? 

I'd been so busy with the whirl of all these 
thoughts that I'd paid small attention to my prog¬ 
ress through the trees. But now 1 did—and the 
first whisk of alarm stabbed me. Where on earth 
was 17 In all directions the tall straight trunks of 
the trees marched in identical aisles, their beauti¬ 
ful limbs lifting to the feathered pine-needled 
tops that, fifty feet above my head, tossed and 
whispered against the sky. 

Down. I must ride down. And if I went far 
enough I must reach the valley that lay between 
the Jemez Mountains and Santa Fe. I must! 
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Though what was it that Wayne had said about 
the trail he'd been leading us on? That it would 
take us to the other side of this mountain and 
we'd see a view we hadn't seen before? Then had 
we reached a crest and was I riding down the far 
side of this mountain toward a strange valley? My 
heart locked in fear at the very thought. But there 

was nothing to do but go on. Just keep riding 
down. 

I rode down, and the fear in my heart grew cold 
and heavy. Surely the forest was a different 
forest. The trees not so tall and straight, the 
ground between them more rough and rocky. 
Where was I going? Where would my wild run¬ 
ning away lead me? But had to be on the right 

^ ! ■ mountain. I had to be! I told myself 

frantically. I had to get to the governor. I had to 
warn him of what was happening here. But what 
was happening? What proof did I actually have 
that anything was happening? My story of going 
through an underground tunnel. My story of 
feeling the earth tremble under my feet. My story 
of a throbbing glare that lit up a deep ravine. My 
story of the fear the Indians felt because their 
wise men had prophesied an awakening volcano 
and destruction. All my stories that I would tell. 
But why should they be ieve me? A hysterical girl 
who was so emotional and foolish that she would 
run away from her father's beautiful home rather 
than marry a man of position and wealth. Why 

should anyone believe a fantastic story told by 
such a girl? 

bey wouldn't believe. No one would believe. 

1 v n if I got to Santa Fe the whole thing was 
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nothing more than a fool's errand. And there 
was—I faced it now—small chance o my getting 
anywhere. I was by this time completely con¬ 
vinced S was on the wrong side of the mountain. 
Certainly, if I were on the east side as ! should be, 
my mare would know it. Horses had a sure in¬ 
stinct for home. And she was not sure. She was 
as fumbling and uncertain as I. But still there was 
nothing to do but go on. Down and down. 

I came across a stream and followed that for 
awhile until, with no warning, it ended in a long 
drop of frothy, tumbling falls that danced and 
sprayed into a lovely veil of shimmering lace, or 
a second I stared, enchanted at the beauty of 
it—and then realized what it meant. A cliff. A 
cliff so high, so sheer that no horse living could 
have found a way down. My little mare backed 
up, trembling. I sat my saddle and stared down, 
dismayed and terrified. This proved 1 was on the 
wrong side of the mountain. There had been no 
high falls, no sheer cliff when Wayne had led us 
up the trail. 

I turned the mare and started back up the way I 
had just come down. There was nothing else to 
do. I was lost, well lost. I was exhausted, • 
frightened—and agonizingly hungry. And what 
had happened to the others? Had Wayne caught 
Doane's runaway horse? Had he caught it in 
time? Or had Doane been thrown? Seriously in¬ 
jured? Killed? Questions pounded at me, ques¬ 
tions I'd not thought of before—I'd been too in¬ 
tent on my own predicament. But now, climbing 
back up the mountain that I'd ridden down so 
hopefully, I did think of the others. Of course. 
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long before this, they'd missed me. And what 
had they done about it? Begun searching for me 
themselves? Or would they have gone back to the ■; 
house and roused Jason and his men to help in 
finding me? 

For some reason, at the thought of those 
thick-necked ruffians riding in this forest hunting 
1 me, I shuddered, a wave of sick'less washing 
over me. What would they do to me if they were 
the ones to find me? Would they believe me if I 
told them I'd just—oh, so innocently!—got lost? 

Or would they know I'd tried to run away to get a 
warning to the governor? And that I wasn't inno¬ 
cent at all. 

My little mare was getting tired. She was lag¬ 
ging, letting me know that she'd been traveling 
for hours and hours now with no pause. And, if I 
expected her to get me to any kind of safety. I'd 
better give her rest. ; could only find a clearing 

where there might be a bit of grass she cou Id feed 
on. 

I rode on. Up and up, where such a short time 
before I'd ridden down and down, so sure I was 
on my way to my familiar valley and the road to 
the Santa Fe that I had run away from, that 
spelled a hateful marriage and a life of exile in the 
cold and miserable northeast. Now I wasn't even 
thinking of that. All i was th i siking of was getting 
a warning to the governor that these men were 
laying great charges of dynamite and that the 
long ’umbering volcano was stirring to life. 

And once more I realized how little I knew 
really. Why were they laying the dynamite? Why 
were they so secretive about it? Who was the old 
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man who had made a bargain with me that he 
would answer my questions if I would help him 
when he needed help? And, for the matter of 
that, why were those four men dressed up and 
gulping their food at our dinner table night after 
night? Who were they? And why didn't they stay 
in the bunkhouse where they belonged? 

Maybe l thought wearily as I urged my little 
mare up that endless mountain, 1 actually didn't 
know enough to go to the governor. Maybe if I 
had gotten to him, all I'd have done was make a 
fool of myself. Who would believe a place like this 
existed? All my running away would have been 
useless. I'd be in the same trap I'd been in before, 

I slumped wearily in the saddle. I was so 
discouraged—so tired—so hungry- 

And ahead of me, suddenly, I saw movement. 
A horse. A man. A shout. The rush of hoofs. 

"Wayne-" I called, ! sobbed, his name. 

"Wayne—Wayne-" 

Then arms were lifting me down from my sad¬ 
dle and 1 was being held close—so close, so won¬ 
derfully dose. 

"I was so lost-' I clung to him, trembling, 

the sobs hot in my throat, the tears cool on my 
burning cheeks. 

"Darling—my precious darling," Wayne's 
murmur filled my ears, "I thought you were 
gone! ! thought—oh, my dearest love, don't let 
me lose you ever—not ever!" 

"No—no. We mustn't lose each other, ever 
again." I lifted my face. I wanted to see his eyes. I 
wanted to be sure of the light that was in them. 
The light of love. The light of certainty. 
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And then, on my lifted face, on my trembling 
lips, his mouth came down—so warm with love, 
so strong, so firm, so dear, that, underneath his 
kiss, I felt, delicious weakness flowing through 
me—a weakness of love, a weakness of giving, of 
submission, of overwhelming longing. 

Wayne and I loved each other. And in that 
moment I knew, through every leaping drop of 
my blood, that we would love each other forever. 

But when I closed my eyes, in trembling bliss at 
tliis very thought, it was not Wayne's beloved 
face that I saw behind my closed lids—it was the 
shifting faces of those four thick-necked, lower¬ 
ing men. And their faces were suddenly ugly. 
And threatening. . . . 


CHAPTER XIII 


It wasn't long before Doane and Jane joined us. 
They'd heard Wayne's first shout and had come 
galloping. I hey were so debghted to see me 
again that, to my great relief, it never seemed to 
cross their minds that \ d been anything but lost. 
And I was so dazzled by the feel of Wayne's kiss 
on my lips—a feeling that lasted long after we'd 
gotten home—that I didn't even bother to won¬ 
der what would have happened if they'd guessed 
that I'd ridden away deliberately and, if 1 hadn't 
gotten turned around and gone down ihe wrong 
side of the mountain. I'd be well on my way to the 
governor to tell him all I knew. 

As it was all I could think of was Wayne, the lift 
of his head, the blue of his eyes, the way his 
mouth went tender when he looked at me. 

At luncheon they regaled lason and the men 
with my adventure. They all laughed at me and 
teased me about it, but Jason glanced at me 
sharply and the eyes of those men had a glint in 
them. Were they fooled as their laughter indi¬ 
cated? Or were they suspicious as their eyes 
suggested? 

However Jason and the men might have felt 
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there was no doubt about Maria. She had been 
waiting when I went to my rooms to change and 
when I told her what had happened she looked at 
me steadily. 

''You did it on purpose/' she said quietly. 
"You were going to the governor." 

"Sh-h-h!" I laid my finger across her lips. 

She nodded, her eyes grave. "You're a good 
girl," she whispered. "A brave girl. Didn't you 
know what they'd do to you if they guessed?" 

"I knew," I said. And I thought of the people 
who had warned me—Mrs. Alexander and Mr. 
Cornelius. But this I wasn't going to mention to 
Maria. All I said was, "You had told me what 
they'd do to you if they knew you were here as a 

spy for your people so I knew they'd do the same 
to me." 

"Kill us," said Maria simply. 

"Kill us," I nodded. 

It was after this that I went up to luncheon and 
saw the sharp glint in those five pairs of eyes— 
the our men and Jason. But with Wayne looking 
at me too—Wayne so warm, so glowing with 
love—I had no mind to bother with anything 
else. 

After luncheon Jane and I went, as always, 
down to my sitting room for our afternoon les¬ 
sons. And she lost no time in coming to the point. 

"You're in love with my brother, aren't you?" 

I laughed. "Does it show so much?" 

She laughed too. "You shine with it," she said. 
"And so does he." Then her eyes filled with a 
ght of their own and, unexpectedly, she hugged 
me. "Doane," she whispered, "he—he's been 
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saying little things and—and the way he looks at 
me sometimes—oh, Ramona, do you think he 

ever could---?" She didn't finish her sentence 

and I knew why. If she put her great shaking 
hope into words, it might not happen. Silly and 
superstitious maybe—but I knew how she felt. 

I he rest of the day went as usual, except that in 
the evening, instead of singing around the piano, 
the men tried to teach me how to play poker! I 
could picture my r'atiier's face if he could see me, 
calling out for the cards I needed and flipping 
chips across the table. But it was such fun that it 
was later than usual when I made my good- 
nights and went down to my rooms. 

I had barely closed the door behind me when I 
realized, with a lurching heart, that someone was 
waiting for me, standing behind the big chair in 
my shadowy sitting room! It was my friend, Mr. 
Cornelius, and he had wrapped himself in a most 
elegant robe—heavy midnight blue silk with a 
great dragon, breathing smoke and fire, embroi¬ 
dered beautifully and realistically upon it. And 
he wore it well, the wide sash wound closely, his 
aristocratic white head held high. 

"My dear," he came forward both hands held 
out to me, "1 hope you don't mind this intrusion. 

I had to learn what happened to you last night. 
What did you see? What did you find out? Were 
you--" his eyes, suddenly intense, almost tor¬ 

tured, bent to mine, "were you in any danger? I 
hope not—oh, I hope not!" 

Danger?'' I repeated the word—and won¬ 
dered. "Danger from what? Jason's men? Or the 
volcano?" 
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"So—Delilah introduced herself?" 

"Deliliah?" 

He chuckled. "I call her Delilah—that 
volcano—because she is not to be trusted, that 
one. Put no faith in her, my dear, no faith at all." 

I stared at him. i low could he joke about any¬ 
thing as horribly grave as the volcano? And yet, 
he zvas joking. His eyes were twinkling, his lips 
twitching with inner amusement. Was he—could 
he be—mad? Certainly no sane man- 

"Oh, "m quite sane, my dear," he remarked, 
as if he really were a mind reader. "Sometimes I 
think I'm too sane—possibly the only sane 
member of an otherwise mad world. But tell 
me^what happened last night when you made 
your journey through the tunnel?" 

f told him. I told him about my astonishment at 
seeing the tops of trees at the mouth of the tun¬ 
nel; I told him about hearing the voices and how 
they echoed so I couldn't be sure where they 
came from—and then I told him of the volcano 
itself and how I'd run, in terror, back up those 
countless stairs. 

"I was sure the volcano was erupting—1 could 
feel the rivers of lava pouring close on my 
heels—it was terrible." I shuddered just remem¬ 
bering it all and twisted my trembling fingers 
tight together. 

"Oh, my dear, my dear-" All the twinkle 

had died in his eyes and now they were deep and 
grave. "It was not right for me to subject you to 
this, but I could think of no other way to convince 

you. If I had merely told you this-" 

I might not have believed you." I nodded. 
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'That is true. I—I couldn't really have taken your 
word—or anybody's word." 

His face cleared. He smiled faintly. "And you 
did get back safely—the door—you had no trou¬ 
ble with the door?" 

"No trouble at all. It was open a little just as you 
left it." 

I'd made up my mind to say nothing about 
Maria. If 1 d mentioned nothing to her about him, 

1 saw no reason to tell him about her. At least for 
now I'd keep these two people apart. So, quickly, 
I jumped from my story to the question that had 
been hammering at me. 

"Mr. Cornelius-" I leaned forward in my 

eagerness. "These explosions the men are 
setting—aren't they making the volcano worse?" 

He looked at me thoughtfully, fitting his 
fingertips together and eyeing me above the little 
tent they made. 

"At best," he said finally, "volcanoes are un¬ 
predictable. And some of these in New Mexico 
are, as volcanoes go, quite young. There are three 
south of Albuquerque that. I'm told, were erupt¬ 
ing actively not much more than two hundred 
years ago. So this one that is rumbling under our 

feet-" 11 is voice trailed and ! was rude enough 

to interrupt swiftly. I was impatient. I didn't want 
a long discourse about volcanoes. I wanted to 
know now what those explosions were doing. 

"Please-" I flung out a hand imploringly. 

"Tell me about the explosions. They are danger¬ 
ous, aren't they? And if they are so dangerous—if 
I hey are jarring the volcano awake—why are the 
men setting them?" 
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Again he was silent; moving those slim white 
tented fingers apart and very carefully adjusting 
them again. 

Finally he said, plaintively and not meeting my 
eyes, "I wish I had not promised to answer your 
questions. It was very foolish of me." 

"But you did promise," I said flatly. "And I 
want to know." 

"Yes—yes. It is obvious that you are quite de¬ 
termined to know. Well, then—yes, my dear. 
The explosions, we all feel very sure, are endan¬ 
gering us all. There are no doubt fissures, cracks 
that are being widened. There are—many things. 

I am no geologist; I am not learned about such 
things but these young men who are here, this 
Wayne Scott and Doane Jeffers, they have 
studied all about it. They know." 

"Then why do they keep on setting these tre¬ 
mendous charges of dynamite? Why? That's 
what I want to know, Mr. Cornelius! Why?" 

He shook his head. It is too bad you're so 
persistent. It is too bad you are not wi 11 ing to let a . 
bad matter—a very bad matter—rest." 

"Why should I let it rest?" I was suddenly 
angry, furious at this old man who was so reluc¬ 
tant to keep the promise he'd made himself vol¬ 
untarily. "What good would it do to let it rest? 
Would it hold back the volcano? Would it save 
tnis whole countryside from being buried under 
molten rivers of lava? Would it?" « 

"So-" his eyes, wide and startled, were on 

my face, "so you've thought of all this—you 
realize-" 

"Of course I realize! And I realize more than 
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this, too! I realize that if ! know why the explo¬ 
sions are being set I may be able to make them 

stop it, I may-" I stopped. The astonishment 

that had widened his eyes had turned to some¬ 
thing else. Faint scorn? Amusement? 

"'You?" he was saying softly, "What on earth 
could you do to control these men? Do you 

realize-" He stopped. He shook his head. His 

hands, no longer making their slim tent, were 
gripped tightly together. 

"How can I realize anything," I asked gently, 
"when you won't answer my questions?" 

He pulled in a deep breath and let it out slowly. 
His sigh seemed to flutter around the room like a 
trapped bird. 

Then, slowly, he said, "I've been reluctant to 
answer your question because it's another thing 
you'll have to see for yourself. No words of mine 
would convince you. As with the volcano, you'd 
think my words were the ravings of a mad old 
man. No—you must see for yourself. Besides, 
there are aspects of this thing that. I'm sure, have 
developed since last I was—since last ( saw—that 

is, since last 1 was in close contact with-" He 

paused, dearly trying to sort out his words. Then 
he lifted his chin a notch higher. "You see, my 
dear, for some time now I have had to depend on 
hearsay. And hearsay is not accepted in my own 
small personal court, any more than it is in any 
proper court. So I cannot expect you to believe 
anything I am not too sure of myself. That is why 
you must go through that door and down those 
stairs once more, yourself. Will you do it?" 

"I had already made up my mind to do it," I 
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told him. 1 realized even last night that there 

was more to find out and I-" 1 caught myself; 

I'd almost said that I'd told Maria I'd go to find 
out all I could. So I finished lamely, "Yes—I'll go 
back. And this time—do you want me to go 
beyond the mouth of the tunnel?" 

"No, my dear. No. You will not even go as far 
as the tunnel mouth. You will turn aside, to the 
right, before you get there. There is a narrow arm 
of that tunnel that branches off, and you will 
follow it." 

"But I didn't see-" 

No, I'm sure you didn't notice it. It is beyond 
the spot where the tiles line the tunnel. That is 
why the tiles go no further—to help conceal the 
entrance to the fork. Anyone going that way 
would be surprised at the sudden lessening of 
light and would be so intent on watching the 
ground to make sure he didn't stumble that he 
would have no eyes to notice the small dark hole 
that is that side tunnel's entrance." 

1 nodded. All this was true. I remembered my 
own shock when the tiles no longer reflected my 
lanter light and when, on the dullness of those 
mud walls, my little splash of lantern light had 
been soaked up almost instantly. 

n now," said Mr. Cornelius gently, "you 
will be on the look-out for that little entrance, and 
you will go through it." And then he added 
quietly, "It would be my advice, should there be 
enough light to see by, that you put out your 
lantern. You will not be too safe, where you are 
going, and it will be best not to draw attention to 
yourself by swinging a lighted lantern. And 
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please, my dear, proceed slowly and with great 
caution. You will be in considerable danger. Are 
you sure, are you very sure-" 

He didn't finish his sentence. But he didn't 
have to. He was giving me a final chance, as he'd 
done the night before, to bow out of this wild 
adventure, to stay up here in my gay and com¬ 
fortable sitting room, to remain warm and safe 
and secure. 

And for the whisk of a breath i was tempted. I 
didn't want to go down those stairs again. I didn't 
want to face the glare from that restless volcano. 
And I certainly didn't want to risk whatever dan¬ 
gers this gentle old man feared. No. I didn't want 
any of this. But neither did I want to face my own 
cowardice if 1 refused to go. Because we all 
needed—Maria, Mr. Cornelius and 1—whatever 
evidence I would discover down there, I needed 
it to strengtl ten my warning to the governor, for I 
still intended, somehow, to get to him. Maria 
needed it to inform her people. And Mr. Cor¬ 
nelius needed it—why? ! didn't know the answer 
to that. I only knew it was important to him. 

So I, in my turn, lifted my chin. 

"I'll go," I said. "Of course I'm—very sure. I'll 

go." 

I hen we both stood up. He gripped my hands 
tightly, turned, and was gone, the door closing 
gently behind him. 

I turned too, going into the bedroom to change 
into my riding clothes. 

I was ready to leave when it occurred to me that 
he had said nothing about opening that secret 
door in the wainscot paneling for me. And what 
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would I do if it wasn't open? Would I be able to 
find it myself? Or would this be reprieve? Could I 
then, with a dear conscience, crawl into my com¬ 
fortable bed and spend a quiet night? 






I 


C HAFTER XIV 


Of course there was no quiet night for me. I'd 
been a fool to even dream there might be. Not 
only was the door in the wainscotting open for 
me but the little group of matches, candles and 
lantern were there, just inside. I picked them up, 
putting the matches and the candles in my pock¬ 
ets. I slipped through the door, leaving it safely 
open a crack, and lit the lantern. 

1 went down the long flight of steps and ran 
along the landing to the next flight with the quick 
ease of familiarity. But when 1 reached the point 
where the tiles stopped and the earth-lined tun¬ 
nel began I paused. My lantern light, reflected by 
those gleaming walls, had been almost bright but 
beyond this it would be much gloomier. Or 
would it? The night before, when I'd been run¬ 
ning in such panic, hadn't that deadly glow from 
the volcano reached this far? I wondered. I 
couldn't really be sure unless I put out my lan¬ 
tern. And I d dn't want to do that. I didn't want to 
plunge myself into thick darkness, even with 
matches clutched in my hand. Suppose the 
matches wouldn't strike? And what did I have to 
strike them on anyhow? Soft mud walls? A mud 
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floor? The sole of my boot? I didn't dare risk it. 
The thought oi that black-dark enclosing me, 

pressing thick upon me, stifling me was more 
than I could face. • 

So I compromised. I put the lantern down a 

coup e of feet from where the tile ended and 

then, with the light behind me I walked foward 

slowly on the dirt floor of the tunnel. And I 1 

hadn't gone far when I saw it. The glow. It wasn't i 

red and throbbing as it had been the night before ; 

't was orange and faintly flickering as flames ; 

might flicker fed by a large bonf ; r e. For a minute I 

stood watching it. It didn't change. So I went 

back, picked up my lantern again and started out 
once more. ! 

Now I went slowly, partly because the footing ; 
was uneven and partly because 1 was watching ;J 
toi that mi la I entrance Mr. Cornelius had de¬ 
scribed. It was, he'd said, not too far from the end 
of the tile. 

He'd been right. It wasn't too far, and it cer¬ 
tainly was small. I had to stoop to go through it 
and, as I bent down, I wondered how those b 
men managed to squeeze through. But the 
small ness only applied to the door itself. Im¬ 
mediately on the other side the ceiling sloped up 

till, with ease, even a very tall man could have 
stood upright. ] 

I straightened with relief and looked around 
me. There was nothing to see. Dirt walls, dirt 
floor and ceiling, the tunnel leading into black¬ 
ness. No glow here. No sign of any distant open- , 
ing that might mean an end to it. It seemed to go 
just on and on. So that s what I did. I went on and 
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on, and with this endlessness I thought I'd go 
crazy. I was in a world where nothing existed but 
the small dim pool of light cast by my lantern; a 
light that moved and shifted as the lantern swung 
in my hand, first pushing the soft thick blackness 
back, then making it drift stealthily forward till, 
just as it was about to touch me, to smother and 
stifle me, the pendulum swing of my arm pushed 
it back again. But, though my little pool of light 
was there, I couldn't forget for an instant that 
behind me was the tunnel' of darkness I'd come 
through; before me was the unknown darkness 1 
must meet. 

And what was it Mr. Cornelius had said about 
putting my lantern out?That a light in this tunnel 
would be much more dangerous than a light in 
the tunnel I'd left? What was it he'd said about 
this? When was 1 supposed to blow out my lan¬ 
tern? The very thought paralyzed me with terror. 
How could I deprive myseli of the only slim 
thread of safety I had? My light? I couldn't. I 
knew ( couldn't. I'd never in the world be able to 
whip up that kind of courage. 

And then, so close my heart leaped up and 
choked me, I heard voices. Clear and loud. They 
seemed to shout in my very ears. Instantly, with 
hands that shook in terror, 1 lifted my lantern, 
turned it down—and blew it out. 

That blanket-thick dark swooped down, 
wrapped me round, suffocated me. From the 
depths of my shaking being I was grateful for it. If 
I could see nothing, neither could they. The 
voices, those coarse, harsh terrible voices, still 
filled my ears. Where did they come from? Where 
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were they? I tried to sort them out, to distinguish 
words. But, loud and close as they were, or 
seemed to be, I couldn't. As it had been on the 
night before they seemed to echo and resound as 
if whoever was speaking was at the bottom of a 
well. There was a hollow ring to the sounds, a 
reverberation. 

Standing stock-still there in the dark, with my 
blown-out lantern still swinging in my hand, I 
tried to identify the tones of the voices even if 1 
could not clarify the words. One I was sure of— | 
Harry, that man with the thick bull neck. In my 
mind I could see his great shoulders which meant 
an ox-like strength. He was the one with sandy 
hair whose dark eyes were tucked close on either 
side of an ugly broken nose. 1 

I listened carefully. Yes—-the other man was 

Bill. He was big too, but wiry, j fis lean freckled 

face hung between a pair of enormous standing- 

out ears. And that's all there seemed to be—just 1 

the two of them. Where were the others? Where 
was Jason? 

1 stood still, wondering. Then I knew that 
standing still would gain nothing. Td have to go 
forward. I'd have to find out where these two 
men, Harry and Bill, were and what it was they 
were doing—that's why I'd come wasn't it? To 
get the answers to all my questions? I began to ' 
move, s ( ep by cautious step, sliding one foot 
ahead of me to feel along the dirt floor before I \ 
dared take the next step. And suddenly, feeling 
ahead this way, my toe came up against an obsta¬ 
cle. I bent forward to feel around—and hit my j 
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forehead against a wall. A dead-end? I lad I come 
all this way to be blocked by a wall? 

1 straightened up, rubbing my forehead, and 
looked around. Then I saw it, off to the right—a 
dim glow. This was no dead-end but a corner to 
be turned. I turned it. Ahead of me now was this 
distant glow—faint and far away but enough 
light penetrated my thick darkness to give me the 
assurance to go forward more quickly since, now, 
I could see where to put my feet. 

I hurried forward till suddenly it occurred to 
me that this same dim light that showed me 
where was going would also throw into a clear 
silhouette my own figure, if anyone were follow¬ 
ing behind me. Quickly 1 backed against the tun¬ 
nel wall and then turned my head to stare to my 
left, the way I had come. But there was 
nothing—nothing but thick impenetrable dark. 
I he dim glow that was guiding my own footsteps 
was swallowed up almost immediately so that, 
beyond half a dozen feet behind me, I could see 
nothing. 

For a long minute I stood there, my back safely 
to the wall, staring and listening. Then I turned 
and went on. 

But i hadn't gone more than a few yards farther 
when I heard other voices—and these were com¬ 
ing from be I rind me! 1 froze. Men behind me— 
t tarry and Bill somewhere in front of me—where 
could I hide? What could I do? Or was it already 
too late to do anything? 

I forced my frozen muscles to move. I slid once 
more against the wall and looked behind me. 
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Nothing. Nothing but darkness. Then I remem¬ 
bered the comer I had turned. Maybe they hadn't 
yet reached that corner, so maybe they couldn't 
yet see me. Could they be just coming through 
this tunnel to join Harry and Bill—wherever 
Harry and Bill might be? 1 pulled in my breath 
against this sudden hope. And then the hope 
fizzled out. How could they avoid seeing me the 
instant they turned that comer? Even crushed 
against this wall I was far from being hidden. The 
tunnel was so narrow that they'd have to pass 
within three 'eet of me. They'd practically brush 
against me. And there was no place to hide. Ab¬ 
solutely none. 

Frantically my eyes searched the walls, the 
floor, the ceiling—and I gasped. The ceiling—the 
roof—o! this tunnel was braced by an occasional 
viga, a beam. And almost above my head there 
were two of them. Apparently one had not been 
enough and they had reinforced it. If I could get 
up there and cling between those two vigas (that 
were, as all vigas are, the trunks of trees) they 
might not notice me as they passed underneath. 
A forlorn hope—but all that I could see. 

Yet how in the world was I to get up there? The 
ceiling, though low, was a good three feet above 
my head. Could I jump and grab? But what 
would I grab? Was there any space between the 
viga and the ceiling itself that might offer me a 
handhold? 

The voices were coming nearer. Any second 
now these men—I still didn't know who they 
were—would turn that corner and see me. My 
heart was choking me. My hands were icy. Terror 
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was so alive in me I could feel it, pounding and 
cold. I stared at the viga above me. There had to 
be a way—there had to be! 

And then I saw it. The reason why the second 
viga had been put up was because the first one 
had developed a sag, a sag that made a curve big 
enough maybe to hide me, certainly to give me a 
hold. But how to get up there? I looked directly 
above my head. The sag, at this end, had nar¬ 
rowed to a crack. A crack- 

* whipped off my belt, with its big silver buckle 
and, my hands shaking, my throat filled with 
prayer, I tossed the buckle end up toward that 
blessed crack. It caught and held. I yanked on it to 
test it. It was safely lodged. 

The voices were nearer. I could see now the 
glow from their lantern as they got close—and 
closer—to the corner. 

With another prayer trembling inside of me I 
gripped my belt, braced my feet against the wall 
and pulled myself up. I reached the viga and, 
stretching out my arm found a snot where the 
crack widened as the sag dropped. Somehow I 
got myself up so I could brace my knees between 
the two vigas with my arm looped around the 
sagging one. And the lantern looped over the 

other arm. And then- 

Tiie men turned that corner. The light from 
their lantern flowed out, and I froze once more, 
holding my breath tight. 

ft was the other two men, Dan and Tom. Even 
with their wide brimmed hats on (what West¬ 
erner ever went out, even at midnight, without 
his hat on? - there was no mistaking them. Their 



182 


COMPANION TO EVIL 


shoulders, brilliant in their plaid shirts, were bent 
forward as they walked and their eyes were on 
the ground. They were talking earnestly. Both of 
them intent on what they were saying. 

"We gotta get rid of her—ain't no other way." 
hat was Dan—he was the oldest of t he four and I 
knew, though I couldn't see it, that his buck-jaw 
would be thrust even farther forward than usual ; 
with the force of his words. 

"Ya betcha she's gotta go. If we can't get rid of 

her any other way we'll-" He didn't finish his 

sentence. He didn't have to. This would be Tom 
speaking. Tom with the jutty square face and the 
glint of red stubble on his chin. j 

My held breath tightened. They were talking 
about me! Of course. Who else could they be 
talking about? 

"It'd be easy enough to get rid of her," Dan 
seemed to consider it. "I bet her door ain't locked 
at night, like Miss Fancy-lady's is." ) 

Miss Fancy-lady— me! Then they weren't talk- : 

ing about me. But who else-? The 

dressmaker, of course—little, birdlike Jenny Far- 
Iey. 11 

But I'd no time to think of Jenny Farley or 
anyone else then. The men, Dan and Tom, were 
almost underneath me. I braced my knees tighter 
against the vigas. I dug my nails into the wood of 
the widening sag. I didn't dare move even to 
breathe for fear they'd hear the rustle of clothing 
and look up. One look would be all they'd need. 
They couldn't avoid seeing me, glued between 
those two vigas, and not more than two feet 
above their heads. 
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Dan said, casually, "I f her door's not locked it's 
simple. Maybe even she'd be asleep." 

"Yeah, and by the time she woke up she'd be 
all tied up n ce and half sunk in a good deep spot 
of quicksand." 

They both chuckled. 

Tiey were beyond me now. The pool of their 
lantern light was beyond me too. The blessed 
dark that I'd hated so heartily fifteen minutes 
before was dropping around me, hiding me, 
protecting me. But the men had one last thing to 
say and they said it before their voices taded. 

"Then," said Dan cheerfully, "with her out of 
the way we can go back to the dynamite. The way 
bora's kicking up looks like we don't have too 
much time." 

Dora! They'd christened the volcano Dora. Mr. 
Cornelius called it Delilah. 

Torn, his voice fading said, "Yeah, gettin' 
kinda risky all right. Y'know, I keep 
wonderin'—what if we're caught in it?" 

"Sure-" Dan's vanishing voice was still 

cheerful. "What if—it's a chance all right. But it's 
sure worth it." 

Then their voices were gone and so was the 
light from their lantern. They must have rounded 
another corner. 

But their last words kept echoing in my mind, 
even as I inched myself back to the wall, lowered 
myself till t hung from my hands with my 
loosened belt buckle between my teeth and the 
.intern stib tucked under my shoulder—and 
diopped the three feet to the dirt floor. 

1 landed with relaxed knees and in a sort of 
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huddle but I'd kept the lantern safe and every¬ 
thing was all right. Except that I knew that, ahead 
of me, I still had my task to perform. I still had to 
have my questions answered. Why were they 
setting the dynamite? And why was the risk they 
were taking worth it? As Dan, his voice still echo¬ 
ing in my ears, had just said. This I must find 
out—and there was no way of finding it out ex¬ 
cept to go ahead, following Dan and Tom around 
that far comer. 

[ .ater, when I was back in my own room, in my 
own bed, I'd think about little Jenny Farley and 
the quicksand those men had planned was to 
await her. Somehow she must be saved. Some¬ 
how. 

I went forward in that absolute darkness with 
fair speed. I knew now that the floor was even 
and well trodden. But I knew also that some 
distance ahead the turn would come that had 
hidden them from my sight. So, after a few min¬ 
utes, I put my hands (the lantern still slung over 
an arm) in front of me to warn me when I'd 
reached the corner. And it was lucky I did for I 
came up against the wall much sooner than I'd 
expected. I leaned against it for a second, resting, 
then I turned to see what lay beyond. 

And there, not too far away, was that flickering 
orange glow. So this was the end of my journey. 
A few minutes now and I'd have my questions 
answered. Some of them, anyhow. 

I went forward slowly now. What would I find 
at that entrance to this tunnel? Would all four 
men be there? I'd heard the voices of Harry and 
Bill; I'd seen Dan and Tom. But I didn't know 
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where Jason himself was. Maybe they were all 
together. Maybe, when 1 reached that entrance 
I'd come face to face with them all. And then 
what would happen to me? 

S he very thought shook me with icy terror. 
Those pools of quicksand weren't too far away, If 
they'd thought to throw little fenny Farley into 
one because she was in the way, might they not 
throw me into one because I'd found out too 
much? 

Instinctively I stopped, my feet suddenly glued 
to the dirt floor, to think this over. Pear flowed 
through me. i lorror—terror—made a cold knot 
in my stomach and my veins seemed to tinkle 
with ice. I'd better turn back. I d be an utter and 
complete fool to go forward in the face of such 
danger. What was I here for anyway except to 
satisfy my silly curiosity? And now, standing 
there, rooted and cold with terror, I wasn't even 
curious. Not any more. I'd go back where it was 
safe. 

Safe . . . nowhere was safe. Not as long as 
those men were breaking through the ever- 
thinning walls of that volcano with their charges 
of dynamite. And i wasn't here merely to satisfy 
my curiosity. I was here to get proof that I needed 
to face the governor and warn him, so he could 
save the whole countryside from destruction. 
And I'd better get on with it, shake myself free of 
this paralyzing ice of terror, and do what I'd come 
to do. 

By sheer force of determination I pulled one 
foot free of the floor and took a step. Then 
another. And then I was moving forward steadily 
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toward that tunnel entrance and the glow 
beyond. & 

I reached it, set down my unlit lantern carefully 
and, on my hands and knees, crept forward. 
With my chin almost in the dirt itself I peered 
out—and gasped. In that instant, in that first 
look, so : tany of my questions were answered. I 

looked with my own two eyes on all the proof I 
needed. 

The glow that had guided me toward the 
mouth of that tunnel came from a great oven-like 
thing that was red hot and roaring, though the 
roar was muffled by the fact that it was sunk in a 
hollow with thick rounded walls of dirt packed 
around it. It was here the men were working. I 
could see the tops of their heads, moving, disap¬ 
pearing as they t">ent down, reappearing as they 
stood up. The men, Harry and Bill, Tom and 
Dan—but where were Jason and Wayne? And 
Doane? Where did Doane fit in with all this? 

But I had no time to speculate. My eyes were 
too busy jumping here and there. The mouth of 
the tunnel came out, as the mouth of that other 
tunnel had, some distance above the ground. 
Below where I lay on the dirt floor the land 
dropped abruptly to that deep bowl where the 
furnace was, and there were steep ladder-like 
steps leading down. But it wasn't the sloping 
land or even the furnace that I stared at. It was the 
tumbled, rocky, tossed-around mass of rubble 
over toward my right as I lay there, rubble of 
rock, tom up, ripped apart, blown to pieces. This 
was where the dynamite had been laid. This was 
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the place that was being blown apart. And this 
shattered, rocky ruin ran down and down, slop¬ 
ing, slanting till the light from the furnace no 
longer followed it and it was all lost in the 
shadows. But I knew very well that it continued 
to go down—right down into the heart of this 
mountain we were on, the heart of the crater of 
this volcano. 

But, while the light from the furnace didn't 
carry far into the shadows, it carried far enough 
and brilliantly enough for me to see what all that 
heaped up mass of ragged rock held. I could see 
the glitter of it, the sparkle of it, the fascinating 
shine and gleam of it. 

Gold! That's what these men had found. That's 
what they were after. It was the stuff they were 
reducing to ingots in that furnace. It was the stuff 
they were risking their lives for—and the lives of 
everyone else within hundreds of miles. Gold! 

The shock of it left me paralyzed; my mind 
went blank with the force of my discovery. 
Then—Wayne's voice snapped me back to the 
reality of where I was, what I was facing. Wayne's 
voice. Near me, under me. He must be leaning 
against the wall directly under the mouth of this 
tunnel I was lying in. 

Wayne's voice. And suddenly I was back in the 
forest, as I had been only that morning (though it 
seemed like a thousand years ago), and that same 
voice was saying, "I love you—-love you—" while 
Wayne's arms held me close and his lips were 
warm on mine. At the very memory 1 went weak 
all over. My heart seemed to melt within me a nd 
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all my veins tingled. Wayne loved me—whatever 

happened, however this nightmare ended— 
Wayne loved me. M 

Then, into this flash of glory that had washed 
over me, came another voice—Jason's. m 

"Well " he was saying easily, with satisfaction > 
clear in his tone, "if you've gotten her to fall for 
you, why don't you marry her right away? No 

matter what she finds out, she'd never betrav a 
husband ," 1 

Wayne must have answered, he must have I 
said something, but I didn't hear it. I 

was a P r °i ec t themselves 1 

Wayne didn't love me, though he'd put on a most , 

convincing show to make sure I kept my mouth 
Shut. rj IJ 

1 lifted my chin from the dirt at the mouth of 

that tunnel, and pulled myself backward till I I 

could twist myself around and stand up. Then I 

ran. I ran and ran. All I wanted to do was get 

away—as far away as I could from this whole l 
awful mess. ■ 

And somehow, if it killed me, I'd get to the 1 

governor. Nothing would keep my mouth shut 1 
now. 


CHAPTER XV 


Somehow I got back. Somewhere I must have 
stopped in my mad flight to light my lantern 
because it was swinging, lit, from my hand when 
I plunged through the doorway and fell, as be¬ 
fore, into Maria's arms. 

I suppose one look at my face must have told 
her there was something terribly wrong for, 
without a word, she took the lantern from me, 
blew it out, set it down on the floor and, with her 
arm still around me, guided me across into my 
own sitting room. Once there she closed and 
locked the door, then took me on into my bed¬ 
room. 

"Tell me," she said quietly. "Tell me every¬ 
thing." 

So I told her—but not everything. I never once 
mentioned Wayne's name. Why should 1? What 
did my heartbreak have to do with the threat of 
the volcano or the terrible dynamiting of the gold 
mine. 

"There's so much gold down there!" I ended 
my report to Maria, "It almost lies on the ground 
waiting to be picked up." 
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. u . N °*” M ; Ia shook her head. "It can't be like 
that. I ve seen mines-my people know mines. 
They have to be worked. That is what the 
dynamiting is lor." She paused, thoughtfully. 

Tomorrow she said, apparently thinking her 
way through all Td told her, "I mean today, I will 
ask for my day off. It does not come for another 
day but I ask and they will let me change it. I tell 
them somebody a home is dying. It's true—" her 
eyes lifted to mine with a bright defiance "it's 

'f ore *T? e than anybody knows. Somebody is 
dying. Many somebodies. All my people if—if we 
can t save them!" And suddenly she was running 
away, back across my bedroom, then across the 
sitting room and before I realized it she was gone 
with the door into the hallway closing behind her 
and the sound of the turned key clicking in my 
ears. But I knew why she'd run so fast, Td seen 
how her whole face trembled with her fear and 
how thick her eyes had been with tears. 

But with the sound of that key clicking in my 
ears, I realized, with an icy chill, there was some- 
hing else I d not told Maria. I'd not mentioned 
the danger poor little Jenny Farley was in. Some¬ 
how I must get word to her, warn her. But simply 
warning her was not enough; I must have some 
plan for her escape. To warn her without a solu¬ 
tion to her terrible problem would simply mean 
scaring her to death. I could just see the poor little 
thing, big eyed and trembling, her plain little face I 
pale, her hair probably standing on end. 

B . U | t J vhaf P lan for her escape could I offer her’ I 
could help her, maybe, get out of the house. But 
what then? We were any number of miles from 
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the highway, and if I'd gotten lost in a forest 
through which I'd ridden every morning for 
weeks what would happen to that poor thing 
who, straight from the paved streets of Denver, 
would have to make her way amongst tall pine 
trees? It wouldn't be an hour before she was 
caught and brought back—and then they'd have 
more reason than ever to sink her in that 
quicksand. 

Thinking all this had so shocked me that I stood 
still for all these minutes in the middle of my 
sitting room—and that's how I heard the soft 
(and now so familiar) scratching on my door. 

In a wave of relief I ran across to open it. But of 
course I couldn't open it. Maria had locked me in. 
I leaned against the crack and told Mr, Cornelius 
this. Instantly I heard his soft chuckle and the 
grate of his own key in the lock. He was still 
chuckling, so pleased with himself, as he swung 
the door back and stepped in. 

"I couldn't wait," he whispered. "I had to 
know everything that had happened to you— 
and I had to see with my own eyes that you were 
unharmed and safe." 

"I'm all right," 1 assured him, "but it was-" 

I spread my hands in a very Spanish gesture. I 
had to—there really were no words. 

So, as Maria had said before him, he whis¬ 
pered, "Tell me—everything." 

I did. Step by step I described the whole 
thing—up until the moment I heard Wayne and 
his father talking. That I skipped. But this time I 
didn't skip poor little Jenny Farley. 

"What are we going to do about her, Mr. Cor- 
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nelius? I ended imploringly. ''What on earth can J 

we do? We can't just leave her to those dreadful 1 
men/' ■ 

"H-m-m." Mr. Cornelius looked at me, looked 
down at his knees. What was he in doubt about? 
Couldn't he see we had to help her? I leaned 
forward—we were sitting opposite each other in ] 
our usual chairs—and reached out my hand ap- ] 
pealingly. r I 

Don t you see we have to help her? Don't you I 
see we have to get her away somehow? Isn't there I 
something we can do? Isn't there?" I was getting ] 
frantic. He looked so blank, so unresponsive. fl 

Then, suddenly he lifted his head. A smile was ■ 
tugging at the corners of his lips. § 

There is something we can do my dear—don't 
worry. Don't give the matter another thought, 
and don't be surprised or alarmed at anything 
you may hear. Just be assured that we will have 
your Miss Farley on her way back to Denver in 
the morning." And before I realized what he was 
doing, he'd whipped to his feet and skipped to 
the door, opening it and dosing it behind him as 
swiftly as the wink of an eye. Then, in a flash, 
he'd opened it again and stuck his head back in. 

"We'll talk tomorrow about the other prob¬ 
lems," he promised. "For now, this is enough. 
Remember—don't be frightened at anything!” He 
dosed the door again and this time he was gone. 1 
ne,jid the ke\ irn in the lock—and then silence, 

though 1 was sure he'd run across the hallway to 
his own door. J 

So I, in my boots that were still showing signs 
of the day ot that tunnel, went across my sitting 
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I room and into the bedroom. I realized that Maria 
had been so terribly upset that she'd forgotten 
that 1 was not ready for bed. So, with lingers that 
trembled with both remembered terror and utter 
exhaustion, I undressed myself and climbed into 
’ bed, sliding between those cool comforting silk 
sheets and snuggling my weary head into the 
beautiful depth of the down pillow. 

Gratefully I closed my eyes, my mind too tired 
to think, my body too aching to move. 

And then, my tired eyes snapping wide open, 
my exhausted body was sitting upright, I felt my 
very scalp crawling with terror. 

A scream. And what a scream! High- 
ringing—so alive with terror that it shook the 

eardrums, iced the flesh. 

For a second I was frozen. What now? Oh, dear 

God—what now? 

I sprang out of bed, dashed across the bedroom 
. and my sitting room—but my door was locked, 
f Of course it was locked. Mr. Cornelius himself 
had locked it. 

Mr. Cornelius. A splinter of light stabbed my 
[ terrified mind. Then I spun and ran for the door 
that led into the bedroom next to mine. It was 
empty and dark but I sped across it to fling open 

the door that led into the hallway. 

And I was just in time. Two doors were mov¬ 
ing. One, in that wainscotted wall opposite, was 
softly closing. The other, down t he hall and next 
to my own suite, was being violently I lung open. 
I ran toward it. . . . 

And got there in time to catch poor little Jenny 
f Farley in my arms as she slid into a dead faint. 
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Somehow I got her back to my own rooms, 
dragging her, supporting her, steadying her on 
through that empty bedroom and over to the 
chaise longue in front of my sitting room win¬ 
dows. There I propped her on pillows, just as she 
opened her eyes. 

Terror flashed into them—then si le recognized 
me. She flung her arms around me and buried 
her poor little plain face on my shoulder. 

"Oh, Miss Ramona, oh. Miss Ramona—Oh, 
Miss——" Over and over again, till I recognized 
hysteria and slapped her lightly to break it. 

The shock made her gasp. And, in my arms, I 
felt her litt le bi d-boned body relax. But the terror 
was still in her eyes, dark and deep. ; 

"Did you see it?" she whispered. "Did you. 
Miss Ramona? If you saw it then I'll know—Hi 
know- Did you see it?" 

I patted her and tried to soothe her. "Sup¬ 
pose, I said, not willing to commit myseb until 1 
found out what this was all about—though I cer¬ 
tainly had a very good idea by that time. "Sup¬ 
pose you tell me all about it. Wouldn't that be 
best?" 

She shuddered and I could feel the iciness of 

her skin through her plain little muslin night¬ 
dress. ° i 


It was a ghost—oh, Tve never believed in 
such things. Miss Ramona, but I'll never doubt 
again. Never. It was so real. It was solid—not just 
a drift of fog the way they're supposed to be. It 
was solid and it moaned with a real voice—and 
it said words—words——" 

Hysteria was mounting again and I shook her 
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slightly, "What words did it say?' ; prompted 
her,, fell me just exactly what it said, Jenny." 

"It said—it said—'Go home, go home—go 

home-And then—oh, it waved its arms—it 

was all in white and it—it \ad folds of something 
around it—and—then I screamed—and the 
sound of my scream sort of made it shiver and 
it—it just shivered itself out of my room. Oh, 
Miss Ramona—oh—oh—oh " 

1 field her close and patted her gently—-and felt 
a crazy grin of delight spread widely across my 
face. No wonder my dear Mr. Cornelius' smile 
had tugged and curled at the corners of his lips. 
How he must have loved draping his bed sheet 
around him and waving his arms and uttering 
those creeping hair-lifting moans. Though— 
knowing him as I believed I did—he certainly 
wouldn't have loved scaring poor little Jenny 
right out of her skin though, knowing he was 
saving her life—saving her from a ghostly grave 
in that shaking quicksand—he would have been 
gratified and happy at the same time he was 
sympathetic and sorry for her terror. 

! kept Jenny with me, sleeping beside me in my 
big bed, for the rest of that night—what little 
remained of it—and in the morning when I 
opened my eyes Maria, her eyes wide with as¬ 
tonishment, was staring down at both of us. 

I grinned up at her, wondering just how much I 
wanted to tell her. I'd never mentioned Mr. Cor¬ 
nelius to her since she apparently didn't know of 
his existence, and I wasn't at all sure it would be 
wise or kind to him to mention him now. 

While I was wondering about it Jenny, beside 
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me, stirred and opened her eyes. Seeing Maria 
she jerked, startled, and sat straight up in bed. 

"Oh, dear me," she piped in her chirruping 
little voice, "I shouldn't be here, really I 
shouldn't. It is customary for me to get up and go 
downstairs for breakfast. I must go back to my 

room-" She stopped. She clapped her hand 

to her mouth. I knew that the full horror of the 
night be l ore had washed back over her and t; tat, 
behind those tiny spread fingers, she was stifling 
a scream. 

Maria, recognizing the terror in those eyes, 
bent toward her with warm and instant sym¬ 
pathy. "Stay here," she said quietly. "I will bring 
a second breakfast tray for you. !ust stay here 
quietly." 

"Could I?" The fingers relaxed. The lips were 
steady. "I—1 can't go back to that room again— 
really I can't." She stared at Maria, holding her 
wiHi her eyes. "A ghost came in there last night," 
she whispered. "A real ghost. He moaned and he 
waved his arms and he said-—he said—'Go 
home—go home—go home " He really did." 

I watched Maria's face. At the first mention of 
the word ghost she went stark pale, her eyes 
plunged deep in terror, her lips stiff. 

Then she whipped a glance at me and, while 1 
tried to keep all expression from my face she 
must, somehow, have read reassurance there for 
her own face cleared. 

"So," she said to Jenny, "you are going 
home?" - 

This morning. Right away. I'm going to pack 
my things and go. I'm-" 
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"But first," said Maria gently, "you will stay 
here and eat breakfast." 

In an astonishingly short time the second tray 
had appeared for Jenny and we were happily 
eating our breakfast sitting side by side in bed. 

\ Maria had disappeared, leaving us to ourselves 
and when she came back, just as we were taking 
our last sips of coffee it was to announce that not 
only had she packed all Jenny's things but she 
had carried the message to Jason that Miss Jenny 
had become ill during the night with symptoms 
she recognized as one of her familiar attacks, and 
she needed to get back to Denver to her own 
doctor. 

. "How did you ever think all that up?" I asked 
' her. "You're a genius!" 

Maria smiled modestly. "I had to think of 
something that would make them let her go- i 
mean in a hurry. If she was only sick a little they'd 
, have kept her here and sent for a doctor—maybe. 
So—I thought of this. All right?" 

"Very all right," I told her, and I began to 
understand why it was Maria had been chosen to 
work in this household and keep her eyes open as 
a spy for her people. She was more than loyal and 
conscientious—she was quick and smart—quick 
to recognize that there was more here than met 
the eye and smart enough to act immediately on 
that recognition. 

So Jenny, with innumerable bags and boxes 
around her, got off safely. Wayne himself was 
driving the wagon that was needed to take her to 
town. 

"I'll finish all the things for Miss Jane that 
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we've planned to finish," she told Jason, her 
voice quivering with her anxiety to get away "1 

!*n fiL e 1 t u hln £ ! need t0 § et them done a » home 

and 1 fitted her forthe last time two days ago. Soit 
Scott" C,Ulte satlsfactor y t0 you, I’m sure, Mr. 

Y eS/ Jason mumbled amiably, "I'm sure it 
will be too. And I hope that soon you'll be feeline 
quite yourself again/' ° 

"1 will be. I'll be quite all right. My—my own 
doctor is a most exceptional man. I'm in very 
good hands at home. Good-bye, Mr. Scott, and 
1K you for your great generosity " 

This referred, I gathered, to the payment he'd 
made her for the work she'd done and I was very 
glad he d been generous to her. 

So off she went, sitting very straight on the 
hard seat of the wagon, like a tiny erect willow 
wand. And I hoped that, from some window 
somewhere, Mr. Cornelius was watching her go 
K he were I was very sure of the pleased and 
gratified smile that must be curling his thin old 

But I, standing there in the doorway and wav- 
ing o Miss Jenny, was doing something more 
than watching her. My eyes were also on Wayne, 
who sat beside her, the reins in his hands. Wayne 
who I d loved so much; whose touch had been 
like nre in my veins; whose kiss, deep and de¬ 
manding, had been a tender throbbing answer to 
all my dreams. And Wayne had kissed me, told 
me he loved me, simply to save his own skin, so 
that, pushing me into a quick marriage, I'd not be 
able to betray the secret of this valley to anyone. 
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That was what Jason had pointed out, as I lay in 
the mouth of the tunnel listening the night 
before—and Wayne had not denied it. 

I stared at Wayne, at the back of his head as he 
drove away, remembering all this. The hurt of it, 
the stabbing pain of it went through me like small 
knives, slashing my veins, digging deep into my 
heart. I couldn't stand it; l knew I couldn't stand 
it. I turned away, my eyes so thick with sudden 
tears that I stumbled, unseeingly. 

A gentle hand caught at my arm. "Steady," 
said Doane quietly. "Want me to help you down 
to your room?" 

I glanced up at him. I'd almost forgotten he 
existed; my mind had been filled with so many 
other things. And, as if he read my thoughts, he 
added, 

"Yes—I'm still here, Ramona. Have you been 
thinking of me—at all?" 

I didn't answer. I merely released my arm 
gently, nodded to him and went back through 
the doorway and on down that great magnificent 
entrance hall to the stairs that would take me to 
my rooms. 

That was all I could think of then~—to get to my 
rooms where my tears could splash down with 
nobody to see—nobody to wonder why I was 
torn apart by weeping—nobody to guess (Jason 
least of all) at my heartbreak. 

But when I reached my rooms there was still no 
privacy for tears. Maria was there waiting for me, 
her eyes full of questions, her quiet still face de¬ 
manding answers. 

h, Maria, thank you so much for all you did 




COMPANION TO EVIL 


200 

for poor little Jenny! You were wonderful! Espe¬ 
cially so when you knew nothing about anything. 

I realized the minute you'd left here that I hadn't 
told you about her-" 

"Tell me now—please—quickly. I'm leaving in 
just a few minutes for Tesuque. They gave me my 
day off ahead of time as I asked them to and s'm 
going. I won't be back for two days—but I had to 
know what had happened to Miss Jenny before I 
left." j 

So I told her. I told her about listening to Dan 
and Tom and the terrible plan they had for get¬ 
ting rid of Jenny. 

"So you were the ghost that frightened her into 
leaving?" Maria's eyes were sparkling. "Oh, 1 
Miss Ramona—that was so smart of you!" She 
laughed with that special childlike delight so par¬ 
ticularly Indian. 

I drew a deep, astonished breath. I'd been 
wondering how I was going to explain the ghost. 4 
I certainly didn't want to betray Mr. Cornelius. If 
Maria didn't know of his existence, and appar¬ 
ently she didn't, I simply couldn't be the one to 
tell her. And here, easily, quickly, she had solved 
the whole prob lem. Without lying I played up to 
her. I 

"Something had to be done," I murmured with 

a nice air of modesty, "and it did work beauti- i 
fully, didn't it?" 

She giggled—the last remnant of her bubbling 
laughter—and then she squeezed my arm. 

"I go now—I see you when I come back. You 
take care of yourself while I'm gone? Or shall I ask 
that girl, Sally, to take my place?" i 








COMPANION TO EVIL 


201 


Something about the way she said this made 
me sure she didn't want anybody—least of all 
I this Sally—around me. Later I was to wonder 
why, but right then I wanted only to say the thing 
| that was right for Maria. So I laughed a little and 
patted her arm. 

"Nobody could take your place, don't be a 
goose, Maria. No—I'll take care of myself." 

"Sally can bring you your breakfast 
tomorrow—" and there was something grandly 
condescending about Maria's tone, as if she were 
a queen granting a very special permission to a 
humble subject. 

I laughed again. "Breakfast would be nice, if 
Sally could bring it." 

r "She can," Maria nodded briskly—and then 
I she was gone, only to stick her head back again 
around the door. "Be sure you lock your door, so 
the ghost doesn't get you too!" And then she was 
really gone, her laughter floating back to me as 
I’ she ran off. 

[ For a minute I stared at the closed door— 
thinking of Maria and the news she was taking to 
her people at Tesuque. What would they do 
about it? What could they do about it? Suppose 
they gathered together all the men from all the 
surrounding pueblos and marched on this valley, 
demanding of Jason that he stop the dynamiting. 
Would that do any good? Would Jason stop? Or 
was it already too late? There were still so many 
questions I wanted answered. But now that i 
knew as much as I did was pretty sure Mr. 
Cornelius would tell me the rest. Until then i'd 
r put it out of my mind. And I did. 
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But the instant I closed my mind to the problem 
of the gold mine and the blasting that was waking 
up that terrible volcano, Wayne came back to 
bring every thought alive. I'd been so flamingly 
sure of my love for him that it had never occurred 
to me to doubt his love for me—how could it? 
And all the time it was a game he was playing, a 
plan, conceived by Jason, that Wayne was obe¬ 
diently carrying out. I supposed, I thought bit¬ 
terly, that they didn't quite dare kill me—I was, 
after all, my father's daughter and not just a poor 
little dressmaker from Denver. Maybe that was 
it—or maybe it was something else. At all events 
they'd decided to shut my mouth by luring me 
into marriage with Wayne. Though they must 
have known, married to Wayne or not, once I'd 
discovered what they'd done nothing would 
have kept me quiet. Or maybe they didn't know 
this. Maybe they thought I'd make such a quiet 
little milk-and-water wife that their scheme 
would work. I didn't know what they thought. 
And the more my mind tossed the thing around 
the more confused I got. 

: walked over to my wide wall of windows that 
overlooked that beautiful and terrible valley and 
stood tl lere, staring and seeing nothing, my heart 
a heavy lump within me, my mind a stirring 
cauldron of bitterness. And ! was so sunk in the 
whole awful mess that, when someone knocked, 
almost pounding, on the door I hardly heard 
it. finally I did and turned but by that time she'd 
opened the door and come in. It was Jane. 

"Look, Ramona-" she began without 

preamble, "can't you be sick or something this 
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morning so I can ride alone with Doane? Wayne's 
off, taking that silly woman to the train and—and 
there's really no sense of your tagging along with 
Doane and me—is there?” 

"Of course there isn't, darling,' i told her, "I'm 
in no mood to ride anyhow. So you just tell 
Doane I've got another one of my headaches— 
and all the luck in the world to you!" 

She flashed me a sunburst of a smile, kissed me 
on both cheeks and skipped off. As she dosed the 
door I heard her break into a brightly gay song. 

But hardly had the song faded when a knock 
came on my door again. This time it was a little 
maid I'd never seen before. She was plump and 
rosy and above her round pink and white face, 
there was a well brushed mass of gold hair. 

I said, "You must be Sally." 

She nodded, "Yes, Miss Ramona. And I have a 
note for you." She handed it to me—a square, 
rather heavy envelope. Very masculine. 

Instantly I thought of Wayne. Could this be 
some message from him? Some message that 
might soothe my hurt; might make my heart 
lighter? Though how he could say anything that 
would give the lie to what his father had said the 
night before I couldn't see. But in that instant I 
dreamed. 

Then I tore the envelope open and read it. It 
wasn't from Wayne. It was from Doane. 

"Dear Ramona— Is there any possible way 
we might ride alone this morning, just you 
and I? There is so much I would like to say to 
you with no opportunity to say it. So please 
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age this if you can. I shall hope that 
bally may bring me an answer. 

Doane." 

, I 1 t °? k 1 . t , he / note and crossed the room to my 
desk. I didn t even take a fresh sheet of paper. I 

just scrawled ny message on the bottom, below 


Sorry I m not riding at all this morning 
so you and Jane have a good time. I'm sure 
you have a lot to say to her, too." 


Then signed my name abruptly, slid it into the 
same envelope and handed it, torn open as it 

was, to Sally. "Just give this to Mr. Jeffers 
please—thank you." 

She bobbed a curtsy and went off. And now 
what on earth was 1 to do with all this long morn¬ 
ing that was suddenly on my hands, hollow and 
empty as a drum? 

I didn't have long to wonder—nor did the 
morning remain empty. 


i 







CHAPTER XVI 


When the knock came on the door it was totally 
unexpected. What in the world was Mr. Cor** 
neiius doing, daring to adventure out in the day¬ 
time? 

I ran, astonished and suddenly fearful, to open 
the door to him. Then, the minute I saw his 
twinkling, dancing eyes, I knew. And I burst out 
laughing as I drew him into my sitting room and 
closed the door. 

"You simply couldn't resist finding out all 
about it, could you?" 1 teased him. 

"Well-" his chuckle was a delight to hear, 

"could you have, in my place?" 

We stood there, looking at each other and 
laughing, and then 1 realized why it was he 
looked so different. 1 le was fully, and very well, 
dressed—fawn-colored trousers, ruffled shirt 
and a very tailored velvet jacket; pink cheeks, 
those dancing eyes, and beard very well trim¬ 
med. 

"You're a handsome man!" I told him, and told 
the truth. 

"It's nice of you to say so, my dear," he mur¬ 
mured, and kissed my hand. "Now tell me—just 
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what happened? I gather that Miss Jenny is no 
longer with us?" 

I laughed. "Wild horses couldn't have kept her 
^You must have made a very convincing 

"I?" He made his blue eyes very big and inno¬ 
cent. What made you think it was 1 who caused 
that poor lady to scream her lungs out and run for 
you? It might have been—well, it might have 
been Gold-blown Pete, you know. There are 
those who think they've seen him." 

"And who," I said, "is Gold-blown Pete? Or 
did you, just this minute, make him up?" 

I didn t make him up. He's very real—or was 
fifty years ago. Gold-blown was the one who 
discovered this gold we have here. He was mur¬ 
dered for it. But tell me, my dear, about little Miss 
Jenny. And may we sit down?" 

Oh, dear—I'm sorry. Of course sit down. I 
was so excited just seeing you I forgot my man¬ 
ners. And of course I'll tell you about Jenny—but 

will you tell me about Gold-blown Pete after¬ 
ward?" 

"If there's time. You realize I'm more of a 
f ur ^away by daylight than I am in the dark? So we 
must hurry—just a little bit." 

I nodded, but suddenly I realized more than 
this. I realized that so much had happened so 
rapidly that 1 d not even tried to plunge into the 
mystery of Mr. Cornelius himself. In the begin¬ 
ning I'd wondered who he was and why it should 
be that he was hidden away and watched so 
carefully but in my excitement over the things he 
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had told me and the things he'd shown me by 
opening that secret door I'd come to accept him 
just as he was. 

Now I wondered. I wondered so hard that my 
tongue was quiet behind my closed lips. 

'Come, come, my child, 'm waiting. Miss 
Jenny—remember?" 

"Oh! I'm sorry—I was wondering-" 

"Dear me—you still have things to wonder 
about? Will you never be satisfied?" 

It was a rebuke. And 1 deserved it. I was being 
ungrateful for all he'd done for me, but I did want 
to know a lot more. And so did he. I'd better 
answer his questions if I ever hoped to get him to 
answer mine. 

So I told him all about Jenny. He'd heard, of 
course, her terrible screams, and neither of us 
could guess why the whole household hadn't 
been roused. But even Jane apparently had heard 
nothing. Could they all still have been down at 
the mine? That was the only explanation we 
could think of. 

"So she got away safely?" Mr. Cornelius said, 
when I'd finished my tale. "But you—-you're not 
riding as usual, my dear. Was something wrong 
that you didn't go?" 

So, to my surprise, I found myself telling him 
about Doane and Jane and my hopes for them. 

It seemed to me a wonderful opportunity to 
give Jane a chance to—to " I paused, unwill¬ 
ing to make Jane a man-chaser, which no lady 
should be. 

"To make hay while the sun shone," Mr. Cor- 
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nelius supplied. "But this would imply, wouldn't 
eA&sSyr' ne,efferS iS n °‘ coo P eratin 8 too 

celings and Doane is—I'm afraid he is-" 

He is in love with you, isn't he?" 

d j d y ° U S^ess?" I found I was annoyed 
that he had guessed. I'd had no intention of con- 
hding my own personal affairs to anyone. 

I didnt really guess," Mr. Cornelius smiled, 
f :i_ H f* 11 ? s ^ y ' assumed that any man who 

c^hTV J 3 In ,° Ve Wlth you would rally be 

sadly lacking in plain normal response. So :ane is 

in love with young Jet fers; young Jeffers is in love 

with you—and who are you in love with? Young 
Wayne Scott I'll wager." 8 

"I'm not—I'm not!" I cried out. "I wouldn't be 
in love with him if he was_" 

*f st man „ on earth?" Mr Cornelius 

sa^v 'q me ' Tht i n he nodded and added 
-. gely. So you are in love with him. And that is a 

very good thing. For if you were inclined to en¬ 
courage young Jeffers, in the face of Jane's de¬ 
termined devotion, it might not be a good thing. 
Jane . u uite capable, if such an occasion should 
anse, to take what she wants by, let us say, force 
of arms if necessary—and to those who cross her 

HetT bS V « dlCtlve and ru ‘Wess. I think, my 
dear, I am offenng these remarks by way of a 
warning." 7 7 a 

"A warning?" 

It might be, for one reason or another, you 
would be tempted to receive the attentions of this 
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Mr. leffers. And, should you be so tempted, I felt 
you should be made aware of the—er—possible 
complications that would result. . . And now I 
must run. Quite literally run. Or they will have 
the bloodhounds out after me/' 

And as if he was pursued by bloodhounds, he 
whipped himself to his feet, trotted swiftly across 
my sitting room and vanished through the door. 

I stood there, staring at the closed door and 
realizing that, far from having any of my ques¬ 
tions answered, my mind was spinning with a lot 
of new ones. Who was Gold-blown Pete? And 
what was the real story of this gold mine I d seen 
the night before? Who was Mr. Cornelius? And 
why was he watched so carefully? These things I 
must find out. And in that moment finding the 
answers to these questions seemed far more im¬ 
portant to me than bothering with the warning 
Mr. Cornelius had felt was so necessary about 
Jane. What could Jane do to me anyhow? Even if I 
had any notion of ''encouraging" Doane as Mr. 
Cornelius had suggested—which of course ! 
hadn't. I wasn't even interested in Doane Jeffers. 

Or was I? 

I stood very still in the middle of my sitting 
room as a whole collection of new thoughts and 
plans sprang into my mind. Suppose, in some 
way, Doane could get me away from this place? 
Suppose even at this late date I could get to the 
governor with a warning? Or was it too late, even 
now, to try to save people—save the towns and 
villages—save this whole part of New Mexico? 
How much time would there be before this vol¬ 
cano, this rumbling, stirring, awakening vol- 
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cano, spewed itself forth in fountains and rivers 
and torrents of liquid red-hot destruction? 

I began to pace up and down my sitting room, 

S on, the wide spread of windows back to the 
door and then to the windows again, trying to 
think, trying to plan. Now, of course, with Jenny 
out of the way the dynamiting would begin 
again. I hadn't realized that when I'd been so 
frantic to get her away. I'd thought of nothing but 
saving her life, saving her from the quicksands. 
But, in getting her out of the way. I'd increased 

the danger from those terrible shaking blasts the 
men would set now. 

Of course! That was the reason Tom and Dan 

had been so determined to do away with Jenny in 

the first place. Hadn't Mr. Cornelius said there 

would be no dynamiting while she was here? 

Then why, it occurred to me suddenly, why had 

they not stopped when I came? The answer came 

fast and clear. Jenny was not going to be kept 

here I was. Jenny was only going to stay long 

enough to make Jane s clothes. I was not going to 

get away. From the very beginning I'd been a 

prisoner. Even if I'd never asked a question or 

displayed any curiosity it would have been the 
same. 

They'd never intended for me to leave. 

Maria had tried to tell me this; I'd laughed at 
her. Mrs. Alexander, that long ago night when 
I'd met her in the hallway, had hinted at it; I'd 
paid her no mind. Mr. Cornelius had tried to 
explain it to me; I d scoffed at the idea. But now I 
knew. Even if, by some miracle, the volcano did 
not erupt, I was still in danger—danger of my life, 
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either by death in some way or by life-long im¬ 
prisonment. 

But could Doane Jeffers rescue me? 

There was no one else I dared trust. None of 
the men certainly. And certainly not Jane. I could 
trust Maria but—how could Maria help me? For 
one thing she would be at her home in Tesuque 
for two days; for another when she did come back 
we would be thirty-six hours nearer the danger of 
the volcano erupting—thirty-six hours nearer 
complete and terrible disaster—thirty-six little 
hours- 

Horror washed over me. It was a sudden icy 
film on my skin. It was a crawling terror across 
my scalp. 

And then I realized—I knew !—what that 
dynamiting meant. That gold mine—that gold 
mine that was so rich that the very heaps of ore 
glittered and shone—was so close to the red-hot 
core of the volcano that any blast now would not 
just shake it awake—it would crash through the 
wall of that core and open it up! 

Was ' right? Was this the danger? But how did 
the men dare take a risk like this? What were they 
thinking of? Gold. That's what they were think¬ 
ing of. Gold. Millions of dollars worth of it. Hun¬ 
dreds of pounds of pure gold. Unbelievable for¬ 
tunes lor them all. For this they were risking 
everything. 

1 stopped my pacing. Appalled, frozen, at my 
thinking. But suppose I was wrong? Suppose, 
with all this turmoil boiling in my mind. I'd got¬ 
ten more or less hysterical? I had to get these 
questions answered. 1 would have to find Mr. 
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Cornelius. I couldn t stand not knowing, not 

being sure. Because, if i was right, the very next 

charge of dynamite the men set—might be the 
end. 

Shaking, icy, I went to my sitting room and 
opened the door into the hallway. Mrs. Alexan¬ 
der stood there, tall, slim, beautifully dressed in 
rich heavy black taffeta that rustled with her 
slightest movement. She held her head high and 
looked at me, startled. Poised as she was and 
wearing her dignity like a cloak, I could feel her 
shock of surprise. Of course—never before had I 

been in my rooms at this hour. I'd always been 
riding. 

Then she said, coolly, "A—housekeeper must 
make morning rounds. I believe the maid, Maria, 
told you I was the—housekeeper?" 

"Yes, Mrs. Alexander. Maria did tell me." I 
smiled at her and opened the door wider. But— 
suddenly I wondered. There had been a curious 
little catch of hesitancy before that word house¬ 
keeper, and I remembered the look of hurt and fear 
in her eyes when, that long ago night when we'd 
first met, I d spoken of her as the housekeeper. 

Suppose she wasn't the housekeeper? Sup¬ 
pose- r \ 

I stood aside making a welcoming gesture to¬ 
ward my sitting room. "Won't you come in? 
Please, if you wish to inspect the rooms do so as if 
I weren't here." i turned, leading the way in and 
she followed me. 

Then, pulling in a deep breath, I plunged. I had 
lo. Time was short and I was so helpless with so 
many questions still unanswered. I smiled at her 
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hoping it was an appealing smile and that she 
would respond to it. 

"You're not really a housekeeper, are you, 
Mrs. Alexander? Won't you please sit down? 
And may we—would you please tell me—tell 

me-" I stumbled and came to a stop. In the 

face of her cool dignity how did I dare ask any¬ 
thing? What possible right had I to pry into this 
woman's affairs? This beautiful, aristocratic wo¬ 
man. For she was beautiful. Now that the clear 
wash of daylight from my wall of windows fei 1 on 
her I really saw her for the first time. I'd noticed 
the proud lift of her head, the slim straightness of 
her shoulders but now I saw the finely formed 
bones of her face, the truly fine clear gray eyes 
and her piled-up white hair that the daylight 
turned into lovely silver. 

Here, as anyone would recognize, was a 
woman of great breeding, a woman of impecca¬ 
ble taste, a woman—and with a burst of intuition 
which, thank God, came to me occasionally 1 
knew. I simply knew . And the shock was so great I 
sank into the nearest chair, gesturing to another 
close by for her. 

I said, whispering, "This is your house, isn't it, 
Mrs. Alexander? It doesn't belong to Jason Scott 
at all—does it?" 

For a long moment she didn't answer. Her gray 
eyes—so cool, so calm with what, I was sure, was 
a carefully controlled calm—moved from my face 
to the windows, though ! guessed she saw 
nothing of the sky nor of the lazily moving white 
puffs of cloud. And, as the silence stretched out, I 
became sure she'd not answer my questions at 
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all. Why should she? The impudent prying ques¬ 
tions of a curious young girl. ] 

Then her gaze left the windows and came back 
to my face. And she said something so totally \ 
unexpected that I gasped. 1 

"My husband told me you were not only beau¬ 
tiful and cultivated and charming, but unusually 
intelligent. He told the truth." j 

"Your— husband?" ; 

She laughed at my amazement. And, with that 
laugh so musical with a warm kind of delight, all 
her chill and distant formality dropped away. 
She was still the dignified aristocrat—she could 
never be anything else—but she was no longer 
high on her own far mountaintop. She was down j 
in the valley with me. M 

"And just who," she said, "did you think Mr. 
Cornelius was?" | 

I shook my head. "Of course I wondered—in 
fact f really thought it was very unfair of him to 
know so much about me and to always evade my 
questions about himself." I 

She laughed, "Dear Cornelius—with his keys 
and his snooping. We tried—Miss Graham and 
I—to watch him and control him. We were so | 
afraid someth i ng terrible would happen if he was j 
caught. And it would, you know. They'd kill him j 
with small compunction. Particularly now when, * 
increasingly, they have so little to lose. In the 
beginning they didn't dare kill us—they were 
too airaid they'd be found out and murder, even 
in this still half-wild territory of New Mexico, has 
its problems. Especially the murder of people like 
Cornelius and me. So, when they rode in, over- 
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powering us and taking over our house and all its 
properties, they merely imprisoned us." 

"When," I asked, breathlessly, "when did they 
do this? Why?" 

"Three years ago—and for the gold." 

Three years! But why, in all that time, didn't 
you try to get away?" 

She smiled—and this time it was not a merry or 
even a charming smile. It was sad and tender and 
very wistful. 

"Why don't you get away?" she asked. "Be¬ 
cause," she answered her own question, "your 
life is dear to you—and you know they would kill 
you if they caught you at it." 

"But you just said they wouldn't murder you 
and Mr. Cornelius." 

"They won't—or so we believe—in cold blood. 
But if we tried to escape, which would mean to 
them the loss of their precious gold mine—we are 
very sure they would hound us to death. At all 
events we d id not risk it. Besides our home is very 
dear to us and, we thought, if we were patient 
we'd get it back again. We've always been sure 
the veins of gold rich as they were, would not last 
forever and when the veins petered out, the men 
would leave." 

"You and Mr. Cornelius—never mined the 
gold?" 

She smiled and shook her head. "Why should 
we? A lot of trouble and bother—and we already 
had ali the money any two elderly people could 
possibly need." 

I stared at her. A gold mine on their own 
land—and they weren't interested! 
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"Besides/' she said gently, "we knew well the 
history of this mine. We knew why it had been 
abandoned and, for many, many years was con- 9 
sidered 'lost'—like the other far more famous lost 
mines. Like the Lost Dutchman and the Lost 
Adams and the Lost Gunsight. Though ours was I 
not lost in the sense that it couldn't be found—it 
was lost for the same reason that it had been 
abandoned in the first place." ■ 

"And why was that?" I leaned forward. I could 
almost feel my eyes popping and the burn in my ■ j 
cheeks, the tightness of my breath. At last—at 
long last my questions were being answered. . i 

But at this question those clear gray eyes wid¬ 
ened in astonishment. "You mean my husband J 
has not told you? What in the world did he talk 1 
about all the time he was here?" I 

"He talked about the danger 1 was in—and •' 
then he opened the door to the passage for me so 
that I could see things or myself. He said if he 
merely told me about it I'd never believe him." 

"Quite right, I imagine —would you have be¬ 
lieved him?" 

"Probably not," and my thoughts flew to 
Wayne and the things I'd heard Jason say about 
me, and Wayne's love for me. I certainly 
wouldn't have believed that unless I'd heard it 
with my own ears. But then Mr. Cornelius would 
not have been able to tell me this for certainly Mr. 
Cornelius would have no way of knowing. Or 
would he? Mr. Cornelius with his keys and his 
prying and his listening. Maybe, for all I knew. 

Mr. Cornelius was fully aware of everything. My 
face must have told more than I thought it did for 
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Mrs. Alexander reached out and gently touched 
my knee. Her ringless fingers, except for her 
slender gold wedding band, were aristocratic like 
everyth) iig else about her—very white, very slim, 
the veins blue and delicate. 

"What is it, my dear? Something I said dis¬ 
turbed you? i am sorry." 

"No—nothing that you said. I'm really quite all 
right," I smiled at her. "But as long as Mr. Cor¬ 
nelius didn't tell me about the mine, won't you 
tell me, please?" 

She smiled and moved her head in assent, and 
then her eyes drifted to the windows thought¬ 
fully. 

"We didn't know about the mine when we 
bought the valley and built our house here; we 
were just excited and intrigued over the idea, an 
inspiration really, of building on the side of the 
beautiful grassy bowl and building it, floor by 
floor and terrace by terrace, so it would conform 
to the land. 1 hen Cornelius—of course if would 
have been Cornelius—made the utterly ridicu¬ 
lous suggestion that we build it backward, the 
living rooms on top and the bedrooms, servants' 
quarters and finally the attics going down instead 
of up. I was as delighted with the notion as lie 
was, so that is the way it was done." 

"It is such a beautiful house," I murmured— 
why didn't she hurry up? it was the mine 1 wanted 
to know about! And as if in answer to my 
thoughts she went on. 

"We didn't even know about the mine when 
we bought the place. Either the man who had 
owned it had no knowledge of it himself or, if 
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he d heard the various legends, had completely 
discounted them. He was a man who owned vast 
tracts of land and it was more than likely that * ie'd 
not even been here. Though he did know about 
Jhe old dead volcano, because he asked us, jok¬ 
ingly of course, i f we had any qualms about b\ >tid¬ 
ing on the edge of an old crater. We all laughed at 
the very idea." 

Her lips twisted a little as she said this—but 
whether bitterly as she realized how foolish 

they'd been, or whether she was still amused at 
the idea, I wasn't sure. 

"I suppose we'd lived here two or three years 
bef ore my husband heard any legends about the 
mine. The Indians told him. Cornelius had made 
friends with the Indians and when they'd come 
to trust him completely, they told him." 

"But the passageway?" I asked. "If you didn't 
know about the mine, why did you build the 
passageway leading down to it?" 

She shook her head. "We didn't—the pas¬ 
sageway was already there. The men discovered 
it when they were digging the foundations of the 
house at its various levels—and of course Cor- 
nelius was very excited about it. We couldn't 
imagine why it had been built; the only thing we 
could think of was that it had something to do 
with escaping slaves. Maybe some sympathetic 
person had hidden them in that tunnel until they 
could be gotten to greater safety. Possibly they 
were escaping from Louisiana to the coast. We 
didn't know but it was all we could think of. At all 
events the tunnel intrigued and amused Cor¬ 
nelius and he had the workmen not only clean it 
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up but lay the tiles and incorporate the flight of 
steps in the building." 

"But that branching tunnel that leads to the 
mine? Was that there too?" Certainly if Mr. Cor¬ 
nelius had investigated that he must have found 
the mine. I began, just a little, to wonder. How 
could all this story be true? But I had no time to 
wonder. Mrs. Alexander was answering my 

question. 

"Yes, that branching tunnel was there- but 
neither Cornelius nor the workmen found it. It 
was these men who took over the house and the 
mine—they found it. Cornelius had missed it 
because it was practically closed up with rubble. 
In fact he wouldn't have learned about it at all if it 
hadn't been for his—snooping." She paused a 
moment. 

"But it is the mine you want to know about," 
she went on, "not the story of the house." 

"I want to know everything," I assured her. 
"And I'm glad to know about the house—I've 
been so puzzled. I knew that no one I'd met could 
possibly have built it or been responsible for its 
great beauty—but you could." I made a small 
rueful gesture. "It's dreadful to be as curious as I 

am. I'm quite ashamed." 

"Don't be, my dear—your burning need to 

have your questions answered may be the salva¬ 
tion of us all. But to return to the mine. No oue 
knows just when it was discovered, though 
legend has it that a sheepherder named Pete was 
bringing his flocks up here for the summer graz¬ 
ing, and one of the lambs wandered off. Pete 
woke up to the sound of its terrified bleating. 
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Good shepherd that he was he was on his feet 
and plunging for the sound before he was fully 
awake. It was quicksand sucking him down that 
brought him to. The little lamb was sinking in it. 
Somehow he reached the lamb and saved it but 
he'd gotten confused—lost his sense of direction. 
All he knew was, thankfully, that he was back on 
solid ground. 

this time the sun was beginning to rise and 

the early rays, slanting along the openi ng of that 
ravine, picked out the glitter of gold Pete 
couldn't believe it. He couldn't believe the lumps 
of solid nugget or those other lumps of veined 
ore—so he made his one great mistake. He 
gathered up fistfuls of the stuff, loaded his pock¬ 
ets and took it to some cronies of his to see what 
they thought." 

"And what did they think?" 1 

"They thought enough of it to kill Pete—who 
has gone dbwn in history as Gold-blown Pete 
because he talked too much. But Pete's cronies 
didn't live too long either. They were both 
stabbed one night as they slept beside their 
campfire and the half dozen men who 
were responsible were the men who finally 
opened up the mine." J 1 

"And it was as rich as it seemed to be?" 

Richer. It brought in, for a very short while, 
undreamed of wealth. Then it was discovered 
where the vein was leading and the dangers in- I 
volved. For the vein led directly into the core of 
the old crater. This they were sure of. They had 
een using dynamite. It was a young discovery in I 
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those days but one of the men had worked in a 
coal mine in Pennsylvania where they'd used it 
and he had introduced it here. It was that, of 
course, that caused all the trouble. At first they 
noticed an odor of sulfur that grew stronger and 
stronger. Then there were wisps of smoke, first 
sort of oozing through cracks that came in the 
ground and then, as the cracks widened, coming 
in puffs. But it wasn't until the thing began to 
rumble and the earth to quake that they finally 
admitted to themselves what they were doing. 
Yet, even then, they cou Idn't bear to abandon all 
that gold, and they kept on as slowly and cau¬ 
tiously as they could, I suppose, but they did keep 
on. Then—the walls of their mine began to grow 
hot and, finally, small tongues of flame started to 
lick up through those cracks that were growing 
wider and wider. It was then, terrified, that they 
gathered up all the gold they could and got out." 

"How horrible," 1 breathed, how perfectly 
horrible." I felt the horror of it all through me. I 
could feel the increasing heat in those walls; I 
could see the tiny shooting tongues of flame and I 
could smell the su! fur. It seemed to me that in my 
imagination the choking stink of the sulfur was 
particularly strong. Imagination? But it wasn't 
my imagination—it was memory. That whole 
side tunnel had reeked with the stench—but I'd 
been too busy running and hiding up in those 
vigas and listening to all I'd listened to, to pay any 
attention to anything else. But now I did. The 
whole strong choking odor came back to me, now 
that I knew what it meant. 

Mrs. Alexander leaned toward me and again 
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her slim hand touched my knee. “Child you're 
pale again. What is it?" y 

The smel of sulfur—it's down in the tunnel 

now—and—and we've all felt the earthquakes 

heard the rumbling and—that light I saw when 

there was no explosion—that was the volcano 
wasn t it?" ' 

“Yes, child/' 

itr And-and u wiU erupt at any minute ^ w °n't 

“It will. We are all sure that it will. And we are 
also sure that these men whose greed brought 
them in here ;o rob us and keep us prisoners will 
not give up the gold as those other men did “ 

1 shuddered. 

Then, into the quiet of my sitting room came 
the resounding deep-toned note of the great 

gong in the upper hall that meant luncheon was 
served. 


You must go, child—and so must I." Mrs. 
Alexander rose. 

I nodded, rising too. But, before she went 
there was one thing I wanted to know. 

“Please—will you tell me?—just how could 

these men take over your house and make you 
pnsoners?" J 

She shook her head ruefully. “It was simple, so 
foolishly simple. Cornelius and I were enjoying 
our after-dinner coffee on the upper terrace It 
was an unusually beautiful late-summer sunset 
and we were appreciating it. Such a splendid 
leaping, gorgeous sunset flinging its banners 
high over our heads. It was the last sunset we 
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were to enjoy/' She bit her lips and drew in her 
breath sharply. Then she lifted her chin a little— 
she was such a lovely, proud woman. "It was 
then that these men rode in. They stamped 
through the house onto the terrace and, before 
we knew what was happening, they had bound 
us with ropes and gagged us and brought us 
down here to these rooms we have occupied ever 
since. So quick they were. So simple. So 
thorough. Fifteen minutes and it was all over." 

f was silent with horror-horror at the ease and 
simplicity of it all as much as at what they'd done. 

"And the servants? These are your servants, 
aren't they? Certainly lane would never be capa¬ 
ble of training them so beautifully." 

"Yes, they're mine." The lovely gray eyes be¬ 
came sad and she tightened her lips. "They re¬ 
mained here and they have served these horrible 
men because they were told that if they did not 
my husband and I would be—tortured." The last 
word was a whisper. 

1 stared at her. It was all worse, so much worse, 
than I'd ever imagined. 

The gong sounded again. 

"Go, my child—and hurry. They do not like to 
be kept waiting." And, swiftly, she crossed the 
room to the door, opened it, and was gone. 

Slowly—how could I hurry with my mind 
seething with all I had heard?—I went into my 
bedroom, washed my face and hands and 
brushed my hair, and then went out myself into 
that hallway. 

Still slowly my feet took me up that lovely wide 
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sweep of stairs to the beautiful hall above where, 
in the dining room, all those men, violent and evil 
as I now knew them to be, waited for me. 

And there Doane Jeffers waited too. Was he 
one of them? Or was he really a stranger to all 
this, unaware of what was going on? And, if so, 
would I dare trust him? 




CHAPTER XVII 


For a minute, before I went into the d ii ng room, I 
stood in the doorway looking at them all. Of 
course 1 was late—hadn't the gong sounded 
twice?—and so everyone was there and the serv¬ 
ing had begun. j 

I I stared at them, one after another, and shud- 
! dered. Not because they looked like such 
brutes—thieves and killers and men so twisted 
by their own greed that they'd risk Ww 
thousands of people and the destruction of a 
f whole countryside that they night grasp gold— 
but I shuddered because they looked so normal. 
Jason laughing and jovial; Doane joining his 
laughter and Jane, her cheeks pink, not laughing, 
not even listening but, her lashes lowered, clearly 

lost in her own thoughts. 

So, I thought with satisfaction, the morning 

alone with Doane must have been a good morn- 
ins* 

Wayne, of course was not there. He wouldn't 
be back from his trip to Santa Fe to take Jer ny ti > 
the train until, probably, the next morning. Un- 
I less, for some reason, he turned right around and 
L came home again. But of course he wouldn t do 
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that. The horses would be too tired and Wayne 
himself would need sleep. 7 

My throat had caught at the very thought of 
Wayne and 1 must have gasped a little, for 
everyone turned to me. Instantly the men were 
on their feet Doane with accustomed grace, 
Jason with a lumbering awkwardness. But it was 
Jason who moved to my chair to draw it out for 
me, and it was Jaso 11 1 smiled at, meeting the clear 
eyes and hearty grin he gave me. g 

"You're late, Ramona-" and then he added 

ruefully, "I don't suppose we should have 

started without you, but we were so hungry! Are 
we forgiven?" 

I joined the general laughter and slipped into 

my chair, shaking out the heavy, monogrammed 

napkin monogrammed! With whose initials 7 

Why hadn't 1 thought to notice before? But how 

could I have had such an idea? It would scarcely 

ever occur to any stranger in a household to check 

the monogram on table linen. But now I did. With 

my fingertips, carefully, as 1 waited for Summers 
to serve me. 

And all the time my fingers were so busy under 
the protecting edge o: the table my eyes were 
paying attention to Jason as he told an amusing 
anecdote of his morning's work with a horse he 
was breaking in. How could this man, so big, so 
jovial with his handsome leonine head and his I 
delighted laughter, be a thief who stole this 
house and that fabulous gold mine from the 
rightful owners and kept those owners prison- 
ers in their home? Even now, with Mrs. Alexan¬ 
der's story so throbbingly fresh in my mind, I ' 
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couldn't believe it. Well, suppose I shouldn t be¬ 
lieve it? Suppose Mrs. Alexander hadn't told the 
truth? And this house and the mine really be¬ 
longed to Jason Scott as he said it did? 

My fingers worked tracing the monogram. It 
was an intricate monogram, full of intertwined 
letters and curlicues. If only I dared lift it above 
the table edge and look at it. One glance would 
be enougn. And Summers was coming with my 
cup of consomme on his silver tray. 1 couldn't 
keep my hands fiddling with my napkin indefi¬ 
nitely. 

Summers reached me and deftly, as he did 
everything, set the cup down on the plate in front 
of me. I smiled my thanks, lifted my hand and— 
just as deftly as he had set it down—I upset it. 

I gasped very convincingly. I blurted the 
proper astonished and embarrassed apologies 
—and with my napkin began to sop up 
the mess. Of course Summers wouldn't let me. 
Summers began to sop up himself, which left me 
and my napkin free. And in the general confu¬ 
sion nobody noticed the quick glance I gave at 
those initials. 

There they were—two As and a G. No S for 
Scott. One A would be for Alexander, the other A 
and the G for whatever other names Mrs. Alex¬ 
ander might have. 

The consomme was mopped up, another cup 
was brought to me and I suppose I consumed it. I 
don't know. I also suppose I ate the rest of my 
luncheon since no remarks were made about my 
lack of appetite. But I had no memory of any¬ 
thing; my mind was filled with a thousand other 
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thoughts. For now I knew that somehow these 
men must be brought to justice; somehow they 
must pay for the terrible things they had done to 
Mrs. Alexander and Mr. Cornelius, and all these 
loyal servants—always providing we all weren't 
utterly destroyed by the volcano first. My mind 
spun dizzily. How could I, myself do anything at 
all? I'd always been so helpless, so protected, so 
cherished and cared for—how could I do any¬ 
thing in this horrible situation? 

Luncheon was over. We were leaving the din- 
hrg room. And suddenly Jane was beside me, 
bending her head, her whisper urgent in my ear. 

Ramona—I can't study this afternoon. I just 

can t. Won t you, please, not make me? Please, 
Ramona!" ‘ i 

I glanced at her. Pleading was very much out of 
character for Jane. Why was she pleading now? 
But one look at her told me why. Her eyes were 
glowing and sparkling, unmistakably with hope. 
Hei pink cheeks wore a flush of excitement. So, I 
thought, she believes with a free afternoon she 
can really bring Doane to the point of proposing. 
She must really have laid a very good foundation 

on her ride with him that morning. Well—good 
luck to her. 

With the warm sympathy I felt, I smiled at her. 
'Of course," ! told her, "we won't think of study¬ 
ing this afternoon." 

Amazingly, and I knew gratefully, she bent her 
head and kissed my cheek. 

Slowly I went down to my rooms, opened my 
door and closed it behind me. And the minute I 
was alone the whole horror washed over me 
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I I again—horror that was made even more horrible 
by the perfect normalcy of that luncheon and of 
Jane's request. Didn't Jane realize that, with this 
volcano rumbling under our feet, she might not 
live through the afternoon? She might almost 
certainly not live to marry Doane even if she did 
get him to propose. None of us might. By sunset 
of this very day we might all of us be buried under 
hot ash and flowing lava—if choking fumes of 
sulfur didn't strangle us first. 

I walked over to my wall of windows and 
ooked down into that lovely bowl of grassy val¬ 
ley. The herd of cows, munching that rich grass, 
were moving slowly across it; above and beyond 
the beautiful deep turquoise of the New Mexican 
sky bent tenderly; an eagle soared with wide 
spread wings high, high up—but there were no 
other birds. And, across that lovely valley, lay the 
dark green slash that I knew now hid a ravine that 
was, in reality, the awakening crater. It also hid 
Jj those shifting pools of quicksand where, if I made 
[ one false move, my own body might be tossed as 
they had planned to toss little Jenny Farley. 

1 stared at all the placid beauty before me with 
wide unseeing eyes. And then—it struck me 
again. No birds. No birds save that one soaring 
I eagle who was so high and secure on his strong 
sure wings. With a stab of horror I opened one of 
my casement windows and leaned out. I'd been 
right. No bird sang. No small bird flew. For the 
first time since I'd come here the air was silent. 

And how about the small animals? The squir¬ 
rels? The chipmunks? The rabbits and little black 
pi and white skunks? Were they still in the forest 
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around us? Or had they too left, smelling the J 

sulfur and knowing with their sure instinct that 
to remain was to die? ¥ 

I spun away from that window. I'd get away, f 
somehow. I'd change to my riding clothes and 
somehow get a horse and go—run. I'd not stay in ?! 
this dreadful place an instant longer. ' f| 

Then I thought of Mrs. Alexander and Mr. 
Cornelius. I remembered the pact I'd made with i 
that dear old man. I'd promised to do what I 
could to help him, if he'd tell me the things I felt 1 
had to know. Why had I made such a pact, any¬ 
how? Why had I felt such a demanding, burning *. 
curiosity? Why couldn t I have kept out of this ■ I 
whole business? And—I thought instantly—not 1 
been aware of the danger? Just to have sat here f 
like a lump till death would overwhelm me—as it 1 

now seemed it would overwhelm all of us any¬ 
how. ■ 

I turned again to the window. Of course run- fl 
ning away was impossible even to think of. 9 

It was then the knock came on my door—and 
when I opened it there stood the little maid Sally, , 
who was taking Maria's place while she was I 
away. And in her hand was another note lying on 
a silver salver. I knew before I touched it that it j I 
was from Doane. 1 

It was, and it was most urgent, j I 


The time is so short—" it began abruptly, 
and this very abruptness from the courteous 
Doane impressed me more than anything 
else could have, "and the necessity to see 
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you so great—I implore you to meet me, as 
soon as you receive this. The maid who 
brings my note to you will know where I am 
waiting. Please—Doane." 

1 read it twice, though I'd been sure at the first 
glance what ; would do—what I had to do. 
Doane, I realized now more than ever, was my 
only hope. If Doane were not involved with these 
men—if Doane were, as he seemed to be, merely 
a college friend of Wayne's who had stopped to 
visit him on his way home to San -rancisco, then 
maybe—lust maybe-—he could help in this dread¬ 
ful situation. I didn't stop to think how he could 
help—how, actually anyone could—unless in 
some miraculous way lie could prevent any 
further charges of dynamite. But even that was a 
slim hope now. For one thing it was probably too 
late. Hie rumblings from the volcano were too 
angry and determined. The fumes of sulfur were 
too strong. That red throbbing light was too 
bright, too intense. 

And anyway, I thought drearily, how could 
Doane, just one man, do anything at all against 
those five other men—six including Wayne? 

Yet--I fingered the note—could I do less than 
meet Doane and find out what it was he had to 
say? So I nodded to Sally, went into the bedroom 
for a moment to straighten my hair and smooth 
my dress and then followed her. 

To my surprise she didn't turn toward the wide 
curving stairs that led up to the entrance hall. She 
turned in the opposite direction. Our lootsteps 
were noiseless on the thickly carpeted floor but, 
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as we passed Jane's room, my conscience flut¬ 
tered faintly. Was I betraying Jane in some way 
by meeting Doane? She would think so, I was 
sure. Though, to me, this meeting was certainly 
not a romantic one. Jane could have Doane a 
thousand times over as far as I was concerned. All 
l had on my mind was gaining his help. It would 
be so wonderful to be able to talk to someone I 
could trust. That is—if I would be able to trust 
Doane. 1 

When we reached the unfamiliar stairs at the 
end of my hallway to my further surprise we 
went down rather than up. 1 

"But, Sally," I said, my voice low, "isn't this 
the terrace floor where the men's bedrooms are? I 

don't want—I mean why-" 

She turned to smile at me reassuringly, it's all 
right, Miss Ramona. There's a large living room 
down here too—more quiet, more private than 
the ones upstairs." 1 

1 nodded. That seemed logical. And of course, 
surrounded by suspicion and danger as I was, 
privacy was more than necessary—it was vital. 
So I continued to follow Sally down the stairs. ] 
And at the bottom of them Doane was standing 
waiting for me. But his face was not lined and 
haggard with concern as his note had implied—it 
was radiant and glowing and his eyes were the 
eyes of an ardent lover. 

I stood still looking at him. My instinct was to 
turn and run. Love was the last thing in the world 
I wanted to get involved with at this moment. For 
one thing my heart, my whole being, was too 
sore and aching from the tearing emotions I'd 
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gone through with Wayne, and for another thing 
the terrible threat hanging over us all from these 
I men in the house and from the volcano itself so 
filled me with horror and fear that 1 certainly had 
I no mind left to bother with Doane and his feel- 
| ings about me, which I certainly didn't share, 

[ But it was too late now to do anything but go 
with him. His hand, gripping my arm firmly, was 
'ding me around the bottom of the stairs and, 
as Sally had told me, into a very comfortable 
I room, half library and half sitting room. The 
heavy furniture was thoroughly masculine, the 
coarse, handwoven fabric of the draperies falling 
in their crimson folds. The floor was tiled and the 
walls, above their mahogany wainscotting, were 
I plain white plaster, where they were not lined 
with bookcases. A very good room indeed, 1 

thought appreciatively. 

Doane sat me down in a deep chair and drew 
I another close to it where he seated himself. 

I ''You know why I've been so insistent about 
seeing you? You must know, Ramona. Other¬ 
wise you wouldn't be here. If you hadn't been 
willing to listen to me you wouldn't have come." 
I looked at him and looked away again. It had 
I been a long time since I'd really seen Doane in the 

sense of observing liim closely, of seeing him as a 
I person. For one thing I'd gotten used to thinking 
1 of him as Jane's property and for another I'd bee 
! too absorbed in my own feelings about Wayne to 
bother with anyone else. But now, even in that 
one glance, I'd realized what a good face he Uad. 
His jaw was square and firm; his eyes level—the 
r eyes of an honest man who respected the truth. 
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But could I trust appearances? I thought of the 
jovial friend li ness of Jason Scott, who was a thief, 
a greedy gambler risking thousands of lives, a 
brute who I was sure would have killed Mrs. 
Alexander and Mr. Cornelius and this houseful 
of servants if it hadn't suited his purposes to keep 
them alive. 

No, I certainly couldn't trust appearances. No 
matter how Doane looked I'd better be very cau¬ 
tious and careful, watching my words and choos¬ 
ing them. 

So I said, answering his remark, "You said in 
your note that the time was short and that was 

why you needed to see me. Why is the time 
short? Short for what?" 

I had remembered my father saying that in a 
ticklish situation it was much the better position 
to attack rather than have to defend. So I would 
attack with questions. 

Doane looked his astonishment. "But that's so 
obvious,' he said. "The time is short until Wayne 
returns. Wayne," he explained patiently, "ex¬ 
pects me to marry Jane. He's not said so but it's 
pretty apparent. And," his voice lowered as he 
bent his head toward me, "I have no intention of 

marrying Jane. She doesn't appeal to me—I don't 
even like her." 

He paused and it was lucky he did. My mind 
was suddenly in a spinning whi rl. He didn't even 
like Jane! So my appealing for help to Doane 
would in no way betray her—if there was no 
hope for her anyhow. Hastily I reorganized my 
whole pattern of thinking. What use could I make 
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of this situation? How would it help me to save 
the Alexanders—and myself? 

Doane said, “I want to marry you, Ramona! 
Oh, my darling, I love you so much. I've loved 
you—I've adored you—ever since that first sec¬ 
ond at the luncheon table when Wayne pre¬ 
sented me to you. Oh, Ramona, can't you possi¬ 
bly love me a little bit? I won't ask too much, 
darling—just a little. All the rest I'll do myself— 
and I'll wrap you in such a warmth of love—such 
a great glowing blanket of love that you'll not be 
able to resist it. Please—just give me a chance." 

My spinning mind suddenly cleared. W i ny not? 
I asked myself. Why not accept this as a way out? 
For wouldn't this accomplish a double purpose? 
It would bring Doane definitely over on my side 
so that, together, we could plan what might be 
done to rescue the Alexanders. And from my 
own personal point of view it would tell Wayne 
exactly what I thought of him. It would show him 
that I was not the girl to be played battledore and 
shuttlecock with. I was not the girl to believe any 
man's fast and deceiving talk. I was not the girl to 
be won over to helpless submission just by the 
pressure of a man's demanding lips on mine. 

At this last thought I felt a weakness flow 
through me, and I knew that no matter how I 
talked to myself, how hard I tried to convince 
myself, the love for Wayne was still heavy in my 
heart. And what a fool I was, still to love a man 
who, as Jason had pointed out so clearly, had 
only kissed me and made love to me for his own 
selfish, beastly reasons. Wayne was only doing it 
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to put me in a position so I couldn't betray him 

His fathe. had dearly said so. And Wayne had 
not denied it. J 

Doane, watching me, must have seen the inde¬ 
cision growing in my eyes for suddenly he stood 
U P// P ullin S to my feet too. 

You re considering it!" he cried. "Oh my 

! ng-you re going to marry me! I can feel it I 

know. Oh, my love—my little darling love_" 

He drew me toward him. His arms were 
iround me. Slowly, and now willinolv r kiwi 
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you here would be safe. It seems ■ was wrong." 
He turned back into the room,, closing the door 
behind us. 

I said, gathering my wits together, "Are you 
really afriad of Wayne's finding out about us?" I 
made myself say the tast word deliberately—and 
as I said it I knew 1 had definitely put myself with 
Doane. Against Wayne. 

Doane understood it that way too. His tone, 
when he answered me, held a new note. Relaxed 
and intimate, though he didn't directly answer 
my question. Or did he? 

"When I came here I came, as Wayne said 
when he introduced me, simply as a visitor. 
Wayne and I had met at Harvard and, for the four 
years that we were there, we were very good 
friends. But, though I had asked him to come to 
San Francisco to visit me, he'd never suggested 
that I stop here to visit him. Until a month ago. 
We both graduated this year and we left at the 
same time to come West." 

Doane paused. Was he choosing his words, or 
was he wondering whether he could trust me 
with the rest of his story? And how important a 
story was it, anyhow? How much had he learned, 
or been told, of this situation here? But this story 
of Doane's was really what ! had come down here 
to learn so ' kept very still for fear that anything I 
might say would divert him . 

"We had both taken Mining Engineering and 
we had both taken it because our fathers were 
miners. But I didn't know till I got here that that 
was one of the reasons I'd been asked to come. I'd 
not been invited out of friendship at all. I'd been 
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invited only because I'd stood at the head of my 
class and Wayne felt I might know more than he 
did and so maybe I could help out here." 

He paused, waiting, of course, for me to make 
some comment. He wanted to find out how much 
I knew just as I was feeling around to be sure how 
much he knew. But I wasn't ready yet to commit 
myself. Besides there was something else ! 
wanted to know first. 

So I reminded him, "You said there were two 
reasons why Wayne asked you to come here— 
what was the other one?" I was pretty sure I 
knew but I wanted him to put it into words. He 
did. Clearly. 

"He wanted me to marry jane. He wanted to 
get her out of here, away from their father. Away 
from—everything. These men here—however 
they may look to you when they're dressed up in 
the fake clothes at the dinner table or grouoed 
around you at the piano singing, they're a bad 
bunch. They're at the bottom of this who e busi¬ 
ness. And Wayne could see what they were 
doing to Jane. It wouldn't be long before she was 
bad as they were." 

"But why," I wanted to know, "does Jason 
allow it? After all," I added craftily, "this is his 
house, isn't it? He's certainly the master here." 

Doane looked at me, still unsure how much I 
knew and how much to tell me. I could see the 
small doubt in his eyes. I could sense it in his 

hesitancy. Finally he took refuge in a small quiet 
question. 

"Is he? Are you sure of that?" 

1 must have looked as shocked as f felt. With all 
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of everything else that had happened it had never 
occurred to me to doubt that Jason was the head, 
the moving power of all that was happening. 
That if Jason gave the word, any word, it would 
be obeyed. But suppose it wouldn't? Suppose 
that Jason, with his great strong shoulders, his 
huge, heavily muscled body, was in reality as 
helpless as I was. 

"At all events," Doane went on briskly, keep¬ 
ing to the thread of his remarks and not allowing 
himself to be sidetracked, "Wayne wants desper¬ 
ately to get his sister out of this. And marrying me 

is the answer. But-" his lips suddenly twisted 

in a small secret smile, "I am not going to marry 
Jane—I am going to marry you." 

"How can you?" was getting an entirely new 
slant on all this. There seemed to be a lot of things 
I hadn't understood at all. "If Wayne is so de¬ 
termined and you're so afraid of him——" I 
stopped. "Afraid" was a word I really shouldn't 
have used to a man like Doane. With his strong 
square jaw he was not the man, I was sure, to be 
"afraid" of anyone. "I'm sorry," I murmured. 
"You're not afraid, are you." I made it a state¬ 
ment, not a question. And I was astonished at his 
answer. 

"Yes," he said flatly, "I am. I have discovered 
that Wayne is not the man here that he seemed to 
be at Harvard. Here he is under his father's 
influence—and his father is even more deter¬ 
mined than Wayne is that I marry Jane." 

"So how can we—how are you going to-" 

"Marry you? Simply by running away with 
you. Tomorrow morning we will all go riding. 
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Wayne will be home then and so the four of us 
will go together. 11] tanage (! have a plan) to 
separate us and you and I will ride hard for the 
nearest village, where we'll be married." 

"And where/' ! told him, "they'll catch up to 
us. It won't work, Doane. It can't." 

"It must. I've got to get both of us out of here." 

I shook my head. Obviously he knew nothing 
about the Alexanders, no matter how much he 
knew about the mine and the volcano. For of 
course he could know about one without know- 
ing about the other. But there was no chance now 
to go into all that. One thing at a time. And the 
thing now was the plan of our elopement—a plan 
that I couldn t think o? considering in the face o' 
my pledge to Mr. Cornelius to stand by and help 
in any way I could. Not that I could even dimly 
imagine any way I could possibly help the 
Alexanders, but a pledge was a promise and I'd 
been brought up to keep promises. 

So I shook my head again at Doane. "Running 
away like that won't work. I know it won't. We'd 
only get lost. We'd be fools to try." 

"We wouldn't get lost. I've studied these trails 
carefully. I know them well. And we've got to try. 
I've got to get you out." 

Suddenly I found myself wavering. To get 
away. To be able to warn the people; to get word 
to the governor. Even at this late date, with that 
crust <.)i the orator maybe giving way at the very 
Ttext explosion wouldn t it be worth the try? 
And with Doane at my side our combined word 
would certai nly carry more weight than anything 
I might do alone. Besides, considering all this 
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wouldn't it be helping the Alexanders a great 
deal more if I went for help and maybe rescue for 
us all, than if ! merely stayed here, one helpless 
girl, waiting for disaster to strike? 

I lifted my head. “All right, well try it," I 
promised him. “Tomorrow morning. I'll do any¬ 
thing you say. Just make your plans—I'll be 
there." 

Oh, what stupid promises we make! How fan¬ 
tastically crazy we are to think we know what any 
few hours in the future may bring. 

But Doane was very sure. His face was glowing 
with hope and assurance as he bent quickly and 
brushed my lips with his. A touch that, I had to 
admit, held a warm comfort that felt good, very 
good indeed. 1 needed both warmth and comfort 
so very much. 

“Until tomorrow morning/' he whispered 
happily. “And don't worry—we 11 do it." He bent 
again to my lips. “How will you like being Mrs. 
Doane Jeffers?" 

i closed my eyes. His words made it all sud¬ 
denly too real. Mrs. Doane Jeffers, 
shuddered —though it was only a small shudder 
and Doane didn't notice. Mrs. Doane Jeffers— 
when my heart and every drop of my blood 
wanted to be Mrs. Wayne Scott. 


CHAPTER XVIII 


Finally, still holding my breath, I got back into 
my own familiar hallway. Neither Doane nor I 
had thought of the risks involved in my getting 
safely from his floor to mine until we were faced 
with the problem. If we'd only been sure just who 
it was had been listening and watching while 
we'd been talking in Doane's library it would 
have been easier to decide what to do. Doane was 
sure it had been Wayne; 1 was sure it had been 
Jane—but I still hoped it might have been only 
dear harmless Mr. Cornelius. 

But, even though we couldn't be sure, both 
Doane and 1 felt we should be as cautious as 
possible. No one ougnt to see me leave his 
library-sitting room; no one should see me go up 
the stairs to my own hallway. We finally decided 
that the stairs at my end of the house would be 
safer than those at his end which were the ones 
Sally had led me down. If I went up that way I 
would have to pass Jane's doorway, and in my 
imagination I could just see that doorway ever so 
slightly open with Jane's sharp eye glued to the 
crack. So, running quickly down Doane's hall¬ 
way, I reached the stairs at my end and, without 
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stopping, ran up them and then the short dis¬ 
tance to my own door. 

Then, breathlessly, I flung it open—and t here 
was Maria! 

For one unbelieving instant I stared at her, and 
then we fell into each other's arms. 

"You're back so soon! I didn't think you'd be 
back till tomorrow morning at the very earliest. 
Oh, Maria, I'm so glad to see you. So terribly 
glad! How did you make such a fast trip? Didn't 
you go to your pueblo?" 

"I didn't have to go all the way, I—met my 
father when I was part way there. We had a long 
talk. I told him all about you and the things you 
had discovered down in that passageway and the 
tunnel and he said I should come right back. I fe 
said you might need me." She raised her eyes to 
mine and there was a new warm light in them, a 
sort of sweet pride. "My father likes you, Miss 
Ramona. He said you had an Indian heart." 

I felt the sudden sting of tears in my eyes. I was 
so truly deeply touched. For I knew instinctively 
what that meant. An Indian heart was a heart the 
Indians could trust. A true heart. An honest 
heart. A heart that would not betray. And l re- 
membered Maria had used the same phrase. 

I said, " i hank you for telling me, Maria. I will 
try always to deserve your father's faith." 

Maria nodded gravely. Then her face broke 
into a smile. "Now—what has happened since I 
left? I t's less than a day but I know—I can tell by 
looking at you—that the hours have been full. 
Tell me." 

I hesitated. Should I tell her about Mrs. Alex- 
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ander? Would I be betraying a confidence? Or 
might it not be a very good thing to explain the 
whole thing to Maria? If an opportunity really did 
come to help the Alexanders wouldn't Maria and 
I be able to help them better if we could work 
together? 

in the end it was this remark about my having 
an Indian heart that decided me. An Indian heart 
was a heart of trust, and I would trust Maria. But I 
began very cautiously, sort of feeling my way. 

"Maria, you mentioned once when I was first 
here that Mrs. Alexander slept on this floor. You 
said she was the housekeeper—remember?" 

Maria nodded. "I said that, and so she is—but 
she is more. You have found out how much more 
she is?" 

I nodded. "She was here, in this sitting room, 
this morning. She was here a long time. She— 
talked very freely." 

"Then you know. You know this is her house. 

You know thesemen-" her voice had fallen to 

a whisper. And now it stopped. 

For a long moment we were both silent, look¬ 
ing hard into each other's eyes. 

Then I whispered, "How can we help them, 
Maria? How?" 

Maria smiled. " Them ," she repeated, "You said 
them, Miss Ramona—so you know about Mr. 
Cornelius too? And he was the one who showed 
you the passageway and opened that door for 
you? I thought he was, but you wouldn't say." 

"I know. I wanted to tell you but I had to keep 
the faith with him too. You do see that, don't you, 
Maria?" 
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“Of course I see it. And you were right. 
Though you should have been sure I knew. After 
all/' her chin went up with a proud lift, “my 
people sent me here to find out about things. 
So—I find out. I've told my father about the 
Alexanders. My people love the Alexanders, be¬ 
cause the Alexanders have loved them for many 
years. The Alexanders are good people. Very 
good people/' She smiled at me again. “You 
have more to tell me?" 

I shook my head. “Nothing that has to do 
with—with anything important. I've ound out 
no more about their plans for setting more 
charges of dynamite. I don't know anything more 
about that at all/' 

Which was true. All the other reports I could 
make would have to do with my own heart. The 
heavy weight of Wayne's betrayal; the opportun¬ 
ity that Doane had offered to get me away. But 
now, talking to Maria, I realized again how im¬ 
possible it would be for me to go along with 
Doane's plans. How could l run away when 
Maria trusted me? And, if I did go, suppose 
something dreadful happened to the Alexan¬ 
ders? Something that, if I'd only stayed, might 
have been prevented? Indecision, once more, 
swept over me. Of course I'd given my word to 
Doane, and I really couldn't break my word. Or 
could I? Hadn't a girl a right to change her mind 
about marrying a man when she'd had time to 
think it over? 

But, at all events, none of this problem should 
be offered to Maria. She had enough on Ter mind 
and heart as it was. I certainly couldn't burden 
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her with this purely persona! problem of mine. 

So I said noth i ng—nothing about my talk with 
Doane, nothing about whoever it was who had 
watched at the door, listening to what we'd said 
to each other. And that, as I was to know within 
such a very few hours, was the biggest mistake I 
could have made. 

At dinner that night I wore my most becoming 
dress. I couldn't help it. I was almost certain 
Wayne would be there and I—well, I just wanted 
to look my very best. Doane, who probably 
would notice the extra care I'd taken, would be 
sure I'd done it for him, and that 1 couldn't help. 
But my heart knew, and so did my shaking fin¬ 
gers as I patted the hair that Maria had arranged 
so carefully. 

The dress was red, a deep glowing crimson, 
low cut and off my shoulders with a lovely fall of 
black lace. Of course the dress itself belonged to 
Jane—I was still wearing her clothes. If poor little 
Jenny had stayed as long as had been planned 
she would have made a wardrobe for me, as well 
as for Jane. But, thinking of that now as I looked 
in the tall mirror, I could only be glad that the 
little birdlike dressmaker was safe. And Maria, 
altering Jane's things, had really performed mira¬ 
cles. 

I'd been right—Wayne had come home. In fact 
he was waiting by the gate at the head of the stairs 
when I went up for dinner. Wayne, his eyes 
glowing with that light that, since the first mo¬ 
ment I'd seen him, had set my blood tingling. 
Wayne, his whole face glowing and eager, his 
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hands reaching out as if he couldn't wait to take 
me into his arms. 

Wayne, who didn't know, couldn't possibly 
know, that!'d heard all that his father had said to 
him; that I knew now that all this glow and love- 
light in his eyes was nothing more than an act he 
was putting on to deceive me, to beguile me into 
trusting him so that, blinded by love. I'd do noth¬ 
ing to betray this whole dreadful situation. 

But, seeing Wayne standing there waiting for 
me, it was still all I could do not to rush into his 
arms, not to lift my lips to his. 

I managed to hold tight onto myself. I managed 
somehow to keep my head very high and to make 
my smile very cool. Then, instantly, I realized 
this might be a mistake. Suppose, by my abrupt 
change of attitude, Wayne might suspect that 1 
knew more than I was supposed to know 
wouldn't that make this delicate, dangerous situ¬ 
ation even more dangerous? My mind began to 
spin trying to adjust to this new possibility. 

Fortunately, at that moment, Doane and Jane 
joined us. Jane, too, had obviously taken great 
pains with her appearance. Her amber dress 
brought out all the very best lights in her Hair and 
skin and, amazingly, she was wearing em¬ 
eralds, beautiful emeralds. A necklace, a pair 
of bracelets, earrings and a small glittering bird 
tucked in the pile of her hair. : had to drop my 
eyes so she wouldn't see not only my astonish¬ 
ment, but my sudden, terrible suspicion. Where 
had those jewels come from? Were they—could 
they be—Mrs. Alexander's? 
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The thought made me sick, so that, not daring 1 
to trust myself to even look at Wayne and filled 1 
with almost an active nausea at the sight of the f 
emeralds, I turned to Doane and we went into the - 
dining room side by side—though we didn't * 
speak to each other, nor even glance sideways. 1 
Doane, I suppose, was too uneasy about I 
Wayne. I know l was too aware of Jane's watchful j 
eyes—-eyes that, I realized fully, could glitter and 
hash with the bright green of jealousy. 

I wondered if Doane, in any way, had found 
out which one of these two had listened and 
watched at that library door? And I hoped with all 
my heart that it had been neither. It would be so 
much better, safer, if it turned out to be only Mr. 
Cornelius. 9 

Dinner and the evening that followed was just 
like so many others that had preceded it. I 
wanted badly, sitting at the dinner table, to just 1 
stare and stare at all those men, studying them, T 
trying to analyze them, in the light of all I had , 
learned from Mrs. Alexander. At luncheon, of I 
course, Bill and Dan, Tom and Harry had not I 
been at the table. They always had their noon 9 
meal down in their own bunkhouse, so this was I 
the first time I'd seen them since I'd heard this 1 
whole dreadful story—since, for that matter. I'd a 
fitted the whole picture clearly in my mind. m 
But 1 didn't dare look at them. I was too afraid 9 
my eyes would betray all I knew. And then my 9 
life would be in even greater danger. I 

Finally, at the end of the meal, I did glance at | 
them swiftly. And found them, all of them, star¬ 
ing at me—staring with such a strange glitter in 






COMPANION TO EVIL 


249 


their eyes that new terror shot through me, slic¬ 
ing my veins with all its tiny knives. 

But afterward, gathered around the piano sing¬ 
ing, they were again just as usual. Jovial and 
red-faced with laughter, even if it was coarse and 
vulgar. 

It was nearly midnight when we all separated 
to go to our rooms, calling our good-nights to 
each other and smiling as if we were all the best of 
friends, jane, it seemed to me, was particularly 
cordial and her eyes, so glowingly reflecting the 
lights of those fabulous emeralds, moved from 
Doane's face to mine with a kind of warm satis¬ 
faction. 

For the first time since we'd discovered, Doane 
and I, that we'd been spied on that afternoon in 
the library, I found myself relaxing. And, until 3 
felt that warm sweet wave of relaxation. I'd not 
realized how tense I'd been, thinking it had been 
Jane there in the doorway. Nor had I truly 
realized that deep down I was afraid of her. 
Doane had told me that she was as rough and 
violent as the men; Wayne and his father had 
both implied it when they'd told me why they 
needed me here but I'd not really paid too muc 
attention to their words. Maybe because my 
mind was too busy with other problems; maybe 
because I couldn't really believe that any girl 
could be violent and dangerous as these men 
certainly were. 

But now, feeling this relief, I knew the warn¬ 
ings had gone deeper and that, subconsciously, 
they'd worried me. I shook my shoulders as if a 
weight had been lifted. And that was the way I 
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felt. But, I asked myself instantly, if it hadn't been 
Jane at that door, listening to Doane and me plan 
our elopement, who had it been? Maybe Doane 
had been right all the time. Maybe it had been 
Wayne. Or, could it have been only Mr. Cor¬ 
nelius? I did so hope it was. That would be so 
safe, so uncomplicated. 

And a few minutes later, secure in my own 
sitting room and realizing, as I sank into a deep 
chair, how terribly tired I was, it did seem as if my 
hope was well founded. For into the stillness of 
that room came the soft scratching on my door 
that could only be Mr. Cornelius. 

As he'd done before he'd evidently invented 
work for Maria that would keep her away and 
give us privacy, for she'd not been waiting for me 
when !'d come in a few minutes before. So, 
happy in my certainty that the next hour would 
be a good one talking to Cornelius, I flew to the 
door and flung it open. 

Smothering darkness descended. A blanket 
blinded me, choked me. Unceremoniously I was 
lifted off my feet, slung over somebody's shoul¬ 
der. 

1 beat my arms, kicked. I opened my mouth 
and screamed till I tore my throat. The smother¬ 
ing blanket muffled it all. The strong arms held 
tight. 

Then, cleverly I thought, I relaxed. I slumped 
and, as I'd hoped, my captor, surprised, was 
thrown a little off balance. His hold on the blan¬ 
ket slipped—and I yanked it free, free of my face, 
free of one arm. 

The hallway, of course, was dark. I could see 
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nothing—but I could smell. And the thing I 
smelled sent cold horror through me. I knew, 
somehow, what was ahead. Quicksand. Not 
even the mercy of death. Just the slow sucking 
agony of quicksand that would creep higher and 
higher, paralyzing me with its wet chill till, merci¬ 
fully, I'd suffocate. 

With this knowledge, with this terror, I fought 
harder than ever. Beating with my one free hand, 
locking my fingers in my captor's thick hair and 

pulling, pulling the head back and back till- 

Suddenly ! was dropping, hard, on the floor 
and before I could move or think something 
crashed down on my head and I sank—down 
and down—into a bottomless da 1 ness. . . . 














CHAPTER XIX 


I opened my eyes not to darkness but to a soft red 
glow. But before I let my mind wonder about 
that, I reached out to feel what I was lying on. 
Quicksand? I'd been so sure it would be 
quicksand. But it wasn't. It was hard. Firm. And 

my hands were free, as were my feet when I tried 
to move them. J 

For a minute I lay very still wondering about 
this. Why hadn 11 been tied up? I lad they gotten 
me down here, wherever "down here" might be, 
and forgotten to bring rope along? That didn't 
seem likely. Why, then? Of one thing i was very 
sure. It was for no merciful reason that I'd not 
been bound. It was because, somehow, it was 
more cruel to leave me free. But why would this 
be? Where was I that this would be true? I 

l raised myself up on an elbow to look around. 

Lie down, said Jane quietly. "Lie down and 
lie still. I ve got a gun—and I'd just love to use it." * 

I dropped not so much to obey her as to give 
me a chance to think. ]■ 

:'d known, of course, that it was Jane who 
captured me. It was her perfume I'd smelled back 
there in the hallway. But I hadn't known then, 1 
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and I didn't know now, whether or not she was 
doing this alone. Actually—how could she be 
alone? In the first place how could she have 
known about that peculiar little scratch that Mr. 
Cornelius used on my door? Unless (and this was 
quite possible) she had listened at her own door, 
seen him and heard him, and then imitated him, 
knowing that I would open my door instantly on 
his signal. Or—hadn't it been necessary for her to 
imitate Mr. Cornelius? Could it be that Mr. Cor¬ 
nelius himself had been there? And if so, where 
was he now? Had he been helping to trap me? 
Had he been coerced in some way? Had Jane 
deliberately imitated him? There was no answer. 
I certainly didn't know. I couldn't even guess. 

And then, the other question. Had she done 
this all by herself? I could n't believe it. I knew she 
was strong. Perhaps even as strong as the aver¬ 
age man. But even so, would she trust her own 
strengt h to subdue me and carry me wherever I 
now was? It didn't seem possible. Then, if she 
hadn't done this alone, who had helped her? 

Wayne. Wouldn't he be the natural one for her 
to turn to? Then, swiftly, I remembered that, after 
luncheon the day I'd been "lost" (was it only two 
short days ago?) Jane had discovered I was in love 
with Wayne She'd accused me of it and l, by 
saying "does it show that much?" had practically 
admitted it. Though, of course, none of this 
would have prevented jane from asking him 
about the plot to get me to marry Wayne. No 
doubt they'd laughed heartily at the wl tole thing. 

Suddenly another aspect struck me. All these 
plots and counterplots—when we were all sitting 
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on top of this volcano and each moment could so 
easily be our last. Were these people all crazy? Or 
did they believe that, by some miracle, the disas- f 
U r wniildn ; happen? Mrs. Alexander had said j 
they were gambling on a long chance and it cer-.•?' | 
tainly seemed so. w. 

All these thoughts, that have taken so long to 1 
put on paper, whizzed through my mind in a 
matter of seconds, so that it wasn't too many I 
breaths later when Jane spoke again. J 

"You lied to me," she announced flatly. "You 
let me think it was my brother you were in love 
with. Even he thought so. And we all thought 
you'd marry him. He knows better now. We all 
know better. You weren't after Wayne at all. You 
were after Doane. A fine lady you are! Lying, '■ j 
deceiving, stealing Doane away from me. 
Well—you won't get him. In the morning, this 
morning, you won't be anywhere around to 
elope with him. And if he balks at marrying me, I 
he won't be around either. And how will you like i 
that, my fine Miss Estrellita de Peralta?" 1; 

I shuddered. Waves of sickness broke over me. I 
So even Jane knew who I really was. How long 1 
had she known? How long had they all been 
laughing at me, and just waiting for the moment 
when they could humiliate me with their laugh¬ 
ter? Of course they'd laugh. Any girl who'd been 
this big a fool would be the cause of great hilarity. |j 

For 1 knew perfectly well that I'd never get out 4 
of this place alive. Even if 1 got away from Jane— C 
even if I managed to get back into the house—I'd 
never get any further. The only friends I had were 
in as much danger as I—and what friends were V 
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they? Doane, now, was helpless; Mr. Cornelius 
was, w llingly or unwillingly, now on their side; 
Mrs Alexander was as much a prisoner as 1 was, 
and Maria—how could Maria do anything? Will¬ 
ing and eager and loyal as she might be, her 
people came first. And this was as it should be. 
Her whole reason for being here was to help her 
people, to spy out the danger that was here so 
they might be saved. 

Suddenly I wondered why Jane was so silent. 
She had said nothing more, made no more 
threats, called me no more names. 

I tried to turn my head—what was she up to? 
What was she doing? But as I moved my head 
pain shot through it, so sudden, so sharp, so 
agonizing that I lay still. 

No sound from Jane. She had said if I moved 
she would shoot. I had moved and she'd done 
nothing. Slowly, cautiously, without turning my 
head, I pulled myself up on my elbows. Then, 
holding my head steady, I rolled over and pulled 
myself to my knees. 

Jane had gone. I was alone. 

I couldn't believe it. Why was I alone? What 
reason could she have had for leaving me? 
Slowly, still trying to keep my head steady, I 
managed to sit up. My head was clearing. My 
eyes focusing better. I looked around me. 

I seemed to be in a cave—a small one, probably 
not more than fifteen or twenty feet deep, the 
wall of it behind me. Jane must have been sitting 
against it. In front of me was the opening. Un¬ 
guarded. Unwatched. Why? Why had she left 
me, my hands and feet unbound and with this 
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entrance right in front of me, so that, so easily, I 
could simply walk out. m 

I managed to get to my feet. The pains in my ? 
head were still sharp and jolting but, now that 1 
expected them and was prepared for them, they 
didn t seem so bad. But, for a minute, dizziness 
overwhelm ned me. Everything jumped and spun. ^ 

I tried to brace myself, there was nothing within 
reach to cling to and tina 1 tv I dropped back on my 
knees and bent my head toward the floor till my 
hair brushed the hard packed clay and the spin¬ 
ning wave had passed. Then, once more, I stood 
up. S 

It was then, facing the mouth of that cave, that I 
wondered, as I'd wondered when I first opened 
my eyes, where this glow came from that filled all 
the atmosphere with such a warmly cozy light. 
Certainly they wouldn t have strung lanterns 
outside to comfort me! Even the thought was 
absurd. 

Slowly, cautiously so as not to jog my head, I 
moved toward the entrance, eager to get out and 
away. What was happening back in the house 
while I was out here? And how long, anyway, * 
had I been here? What time of day, or night, was 
it? It had been midnight when Jane (and who 
else? had trapped me in that blanket. How long 
had it taken to bring me here? How long had I 
been unconscious? | 

My steps quickened. I must get out of this place 1 
and, somehow, get back. 1 reached the entrance. 1 
My root was out to take the step that would bring |j 
me across the threshold, when I stopped. Sud- 9 
denly, as if he were speaking in my very ear, I fi 


COMPANION TO EVIL 


257 


could hear Mr. Cornelius warning me not to step 
outside. Not to take one step beyond the shelter I 
was in. He had been speaking, of course, of the 
tunnel leading to the gold mine. But it seemed to 
me, in that instant, that the warning applied to 

this cave too. 

At all events I stopped stock-still, with my foot 
still poised to take that step. And I looked down. 
W ay down . Down the vertical sides of a glassy 
smooth crevasse where, far, far below, there 
moved and seethed a red hot pool of waiting lava. 

I threw myself back into the cave with such 
terrified force that I stumbled, landing on my 
back. Agony tore through me. My head exploded 
with it. It ripped up my spine and the sickening 
dizziness returned till my whole world rocked 
with it. But through it all 1 was aware of the 
precious wonderful solid security of the hard clay 
floor under me. And all through me surged a 
wave of gratitude— Thank you, God, for not letting 
me take that last step. If I had , I'd be down there now, 
burning - 

Shudders shook me. It seemed to me that I lay 
there a long time before the pain ebbed and I 
managed to fight my wav back to some kind of 

control. 

But I still couldn't bear to stand up. It seemed to 
me that, if 1 did, something—some magnetic 
force—would pull me to that terrible entrance 
and make me hurl myself down. So, finally, I 
turned over and, pulling myself to my knees, 
began to crawl away from that horribly glowing 
entrance and toward the back of the cave, as far 
back as I could get. No wonder, I thought bit- 
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terly, they hadn't bothered to tie me up! With that 

yawning inferno in front of me and the solid walls • 

of the cave behind me what chance did I have to 

get away? None at all. I'd be here forever. I'd 

starve here. I'd die here. And, many thousands 

of years from now someone, curious about an 

earlier civilization would find my skeleton and 

wonder what I'd been like and just who I was. 

Or, maybe, no one would ever find me at 
all. . . . 

Then, suddenly, I snapped myself out of this 
bog of thinking. What had been the matter with 
me that this new thought had not stabbed itself 
into my mind before? 

If the entrance to this cave was impassable—how 

had jane brought me here? And how had she gotten 
away? ¥ 

There was another way of getting into the cave 
another entrance! There had to be. . . . 

1 is to itly I was on my feet running toward that 

back wall. My dizziness was gone, my pains for- 

gotten. My hands were still shaking but now it 

wasn t terror that shook them. It was excitement. 

Feverishly I ran my fingers over the hard clay ‘ 

that composed both the walls and the floor of this 

place. I poundec and poked. ! rushed from one 

side to the other. Then I slowed down. Tearing, \ I 

nervous excitement was not the way to go about 

this. I must be calm and systematic and 

thorough. So I took a deep breath and made 

myself go over that wall from one side to the 

other, and along the slightly rounded, curving 
back. 

That curve that hat fooled me. It was not only 
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a much deeper curve, where it bellied back from 
one side wall to the other, but it had a jog in it, 
almost an overlap, and behind this was the nar¬ 
row slit of an entrance—nothing in front of it, 
nothing in back of it but black darkness. And 
Jane, of course, had left me no lantern, no can¬ 
dle, no light at all. 

I stood and stared at this way out—the only 
way I had. And, tall and narrow, it stared back at 
me. Defying me. Challenging me. But what else 
could I do but accept the challenge? Stay here in 
this cave, with that seething pool of lava bubbling 
and waiting at the bottom of that deep crevasse? 
What alternative did I have but to slip through 
this narrow entrance into the impenetrable dark 
beyond? 

I slipped through. 

For a few steps the glow from the cave behind 
me showed me where I was going. A fairly wide 
passageway opened on either side of me. Wide 
enough, I realized afterward, for men to trundle 
wheelbarrows or even for the little burros to carry 
loads across their backs. But I didn't think of that 
then. All I realized was that the passage was too 
wide for me to guide myself by both walls at once 
and I'd have to choose—right or left. I chose right 
so took the few steps necessary till my fingers 
touched the rough surface. And, as I touched it, a 
bend in the passage blocked off the faint glow 
and I was left in complete darkness. 

I groped my way cautiously forward, feeling 
each step I took with an extended foot before i 
dared put my weight on it. Could there be 
quicksand in this cave too? For some reason 1 
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couldn't forget my terror of that quicksand. But, 
step after step, the clay floor remained solid. 

Then suddenly, under my fingers touching the 
wall, there was nothi ng. Nothing! I groped franti¬ 
cally. Was I—could I be—standing on the edge of 
some kind of underground precipice? At the very 
thought an icy gale of terror whirled through me. 

Then i made my mind move sanely. This was 
certainly no moment to go into hysterics. I 
dropped to my knees, still running my hand 
down the wall that had guided me. Cautiously, 
with my free hand, I felt along the floor. There 
was no edge, no drop, in front of me. Very care¬ 
fully, pressing my body close to my guiding wall, 
I si retched out flat on my stomach, feeling ahead 
as I did so with my outflung fingers. 

And, crazily, as I did this, I thought of the d ress 
I haci on, the dress i'd chosen so carefully for 
dinner that night because it was the loveliest of all 
the dresses in my closet. Well, it would never 
again be the loveliest in anybody's closet. After 
this it would be caked with clay, torn and tattered 
by my crawling and fit only for the rag bag. Jane's 
rag bag. For of course it was Jane's dress I was in 
the process of ruining. And the thought, lying 
there in the mud and the darkness and the 
danger, actually made me giggle—a giggle edged 
with hysteria but still a giggle. And the sound, 
even though it came from my own throat, was 
somehow comforting. 

The next instant I was not only comforted I was 
almost glowing with relief. 1 was not poised on 
the edge of any underground precipice. I had 
reached a corner of the passageway. The wall 
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didn't end, it turned. Happily I turned with it, still 
crawling, still with one hand on my side of the 
■yyall—and then I was standing up, almost run 
ning forward. 

At the far end of this passage, maybe thirty 
yards, a light glowed. Not the orange-red glow 
that, I knew now, came from the depths of the 
volcano but a normal yellow light that was 
could it really be?—from a lantern. 

A lantern. I stopped my running, A lantern 
that was hung up in some way? Or a lantern that 
was carried? Was this a trap? Was 1 running so 
happily into even greater danger? But what else 
could I do? Behind me lay that waiting inferno of 
lava and there were no side passages to offer me 
choice. Slowly, steadily, I walked forward. 

At least now 1 could see where I was going. I 
could see the solid clay floor, dimly gleaming 
with the constant wet of underground damp; I 
could see the walls, roughly gouged with the 
marks of workmen's shovels and picks and the 

ceiling, not so far above my head. 

I walked on toward that light, cold with the fear 
of what it might show me but sure that 1 had no 

choice. 

I reached the light—and stood appalled. Three 
passageways branched oh ahead of me. Three 
passages looking exactly alike. Three passages, 
each with its lantern hanging at the far end—or 
were they only hanging part way along with the 
terrible mystery of darkness lying beyond? 

I stood very still contemplating all this. And I 
knew, finally, why my hands and feet had not 
been tied. To tie me up and leave me, helpless, 
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even to starve, would have been less cruel than to 

ure me on and on with hope in this maze of their 

underground mine. For I knew now that was 

where I was. And I knew too, but for a miracle 
1 d never get out. ' 

But there was no point in just standing still. 
Une of these passageways in front of me must 
lead somewhere—or rather they all led some¬ 
where though, I was pretty sure, they'd lead me 
eeper into the mine where I'd be more lost and 
confused than ever. Otherwise why would they 
(or Jane) have left lanterns fo ne? 

Suddenly, thinking of Jane, 1 thought of some¬ 
thing else. Jane, leaving me alone in that cave, 
must have come this way. 1 here was no other 
way for her to come—unless, on the left side of 
the passage, there had been a branching tunnel 
that I, feeling my way along the right-hand wall 
had not been aware of. But quickly I pushed that 
idea out of my mind. I had problems enough 
without torturing myself with possibilities whip¬ 
py up by my imagination. 

I went back to studying the three openings 
ahead of me. There was nothing to guide me in 
making a choice. Even if I could have been sure 
which way the mouth of that cave had faced I 
could not have oriented myself well enough to be 
sure which way these passages led. Which would 
lead me to comparative safety? Which would take 

me deeper and deeper into the underground 
maze of the mine? 


Helplessly, with a sick certainty that whatevei 
choice I made would be the wrong one, I stared 
down first one passage and then another. 
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I And then, suddenly, I knew! My concentrated 
staring had shown me what jane, with her tempt¬ 
ingly hung lanterns, had apparently been sure Id 
overlook. A dozen feet down the center passage, 
another one branched off. I could just barely see 
Ij the darkness of the opening, hardly more than a 
I shadow in the wall. 

I Swiftly ! ran the few steps toward it. It was an 
[ opening, a passageway. But no lantern was hung 
at the far end. No light glowed anywhere. It was a 
black-dark hole. And I knew, deep within me, 
I that this was the way Jane (or whoever had 
I helped her) had brought me, and this was the 
way she had gone when she had left me in the 
cave. 

1 So this was the way I would have to go, leaving 
all the lovely lantern light behind me, plunging 
I again into the thick dark, groping once more 
along a wall. 

But why, I thought, did I have to do all that? 
| W hy not get hold of the lantern above my head 
I somehow and give myself light? If Jane, or some¬ 
one else, had put the lantern up why wouldn't I 

be able to take it down? 

_ * 

I looked up at it. It took a taller person that I to 
reach it easily. I was not too much more than five 
feet, and I could just touch the lantern with my 
| fingertips when I stood on tiptoe. And I'd have to 
reach the hook it hung on in order to lift it down. 

I looked around for something to stand on. 
Nothing. Walls and floor were slick tight-packed 
day. Then ! thought of the way I'd pulled myself 
up in that other tunnel to get out of the way of 
f those two men, with their talk of throwing poor 
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little Jenny into the quicksand. I'd climbed up | 

t ’ ten with the help of my belt and the overhead 
vigas. <11 

There were vigas here too, thick, heavy beams j 
that were upheld by great posts set in at intervals , 
along the walls. But the intervals were too far 1 
apart to do me any good. Above my head, where 
the lantern hung so tantalizing, there was 
nothing. - 

So I'd have to abandon my lovely plan to carry 
light with me. I'd have to set out down this black 
hole in front of me with no light at all. I stared 
down what I had been so sure was a passageway. * 
But suppose it wasn't? Suppose my sudden 
hunch had been wrong? Suppose it led only to a 
dead end? Or an underground precipice such as 1 
I'd feared not too long ago? Suppose Jane, clever 
as she was, had known just the pattern my 
thoughts would take and had planned accord¬ 
ingly? This, then, would be a further trap. & 

I turned, examining once more those three 1 
other passageways with their alluring lanterns i I 
hung in the distance of each one. They led, all of I 
them, in the opposite direction from this dark ' 
hole. So, if one of them would lead me out of the 1 
mine, this dark passage would only lead me j 
farther in. On the other hand, if this black hole 1 
would lead me out, those others would get me | 
deeper in. I shuddered. In my mind I could just « 
see the network of confusing passages that might I 
open up. But why couldn't I, with safety, go J j 
down each passage in turn, just as far as that next 
lantern, and see what lay beyond? m 
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At this point in my thi n king I pulled myself up. 
All you're doing, I told myself sternly, is trying to 
get out of going into this darkness. You know this is the 
way you should go. So go down there, and no more 

nonsense. 

It was true. My hunch was stronger than ever 
that those lighted passageways were dangerous. 
They were traps—warm, glowing lighted traps. I 

knew it. 

So, forgetting the lanterns, forgetting the light, 

I gathered up my muddy, tattered skirts and 
plunged into that horrible thick darkness. 

But, when I got into it, it wasn't as thickly dark 
as it had seemed to be. Once my eyes got accus¬ 
tomed to it, the dim light from the passage I'd left 
showed me at least how far apart these walls 
were and that the floor was evel. 

The walls here were closer together than in that 
other corridor and the ceiling was lower. Stand¬ 
ing in the middle I could touch both walls with 
my fingertips. And this was the way I started off 
but my arms got very tired, stretched out like 
that, so, after a little while I dropped my arms and 
guided myself, as I had before, along the wall on 

my right. 

By this time the last bit of glow from the light 
behind me was gone, swallowed up, blotted out, 
by the darkness ahead, a dark so dense that, 
when I closed my eyes, it made no difference, But 
I found, with my eyes closed, that my fingertips, 
running along the wall, were more sensitive. I 
was more aware of the little hollows, the snags, 
the roughness. And if there were any change in 
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the wall I'd know it instantly. So I found I was 
keeping my eyes closed all the time and wal king 
forward like a blind man. 

And that was how the man with the lantern 
had come as close he had before I saw him. 






CHAPTER XX 




I'd been so intent on following the wall beside nit 
that i d not noticed the faint lifting of the dark¬ 
ness against my closed eyelids. And then 
something—I don't know what—made me snap 
them open. And there he was, his swinging lan¬ 
tern throwing its little pool of light around his 
steadily advancing feet, though his shoulders, 
his head, his face were all in shadow. 

Terror turned me to ice. Who was he? Which 
one of the seven men in the house was now 
walking toward me? But what difference did it 
make which one? All of them were my enemies, 
with the exception of Doane—and this certainly 
wasn't Doane. Or—could it be? Suppose in some 
way Doane had discovered what Jane had done? 
Suppose he had made her tell? Or suppose she 
had bragged about what she'd done, taunted him 
with it? Doane, loving me as he'd said he did, 

would come to find me. 

But I couldn't really believe this. Doane, a 
stranger, would not be familiar enough with the 
maze of passages to do so. But suppose he 
had—and that, now, he was as lost as I? 

No—it was far more likely that this man, corn- 
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ing closer and closer (though still far enough 
away to be no much more than a walking image) 
was one of the other six—Jason or Wayne or one 
of those four others. 

At the thought of Wayne 1 turned sick. 1 faced 
at last the thing I'd avoided facing back there in 
that dreadful cave. It had been Wayne—it must 
have been Wayne—who helped Jane kidnap me 
and carry me down here. Who else, logically, 
could it have been? I'd realized this before but I'd 
not let mysel* believe it. Wayne had said he loved 
me in that mag sea i moment in the forest; Wayne 
whom I'd loved from the first instant we'd met. 
But also the Wayne who had admitted by his 
silence under his father's statement, that he had 
made love to me to trap me. 

Was it Wayne who was coming toward me 
now? And if it were could I play my own game 
with him? We had had no words alone together 
since that morning in the forest. He had no way 
of knowing that I had overheard him and Jason 
talking so perhaps, now, I could sweet-talk him 
into taking me back to the house, though what 
good that would do I couldn't quite see. Jane 
would be at the house, iane would be furious if I 
turned up there after she'd all but killed me to get 
me away. A nd besides what a fool I was to think I 
could talk my way around Wayne when he'd 
obviously been the one to help Jane get me here. 

I stood still, but I wanted to run. The whole of 
me, my cold, shaking hands, my icy spine, my 
trembling knees, wanted to run. But what good 
would it do? Back, through that darkness, I 
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couldn't go fast enough to get away. And even if I 
got to the light in the other passageway—where 
would I go then? And long before that this man 
would have caught up with me. Caugh t up—and 

done what? 

So I stood still. He was near enough now so 
that I could see him more clearly, see the set of his 
shoulders, the tilt of nis head, the grip of his hand 
on the lantern handle. He was wearing rough 
clothes, dark pants and a plaid shirt. A broad 
brimmed hat was pulled low. But I knew now 

who it was. 

It was Wayne. 

I flattened myself against the wall, my arms 
outstretched along it, and waited—waited for 
him to see me, waited to see what he'd do. My 
mind, my heart, my spirit, were filled with de¬ 
spair. And yet, if I had to die wouldn't I rather die 
at the hands of the man I loved than any ot her 

way? 

And then Wayne lifted his head and saw me. 
He stopped stock-still and stared. And at his first 
words my heart soared. My very blood burst into 
singing and the dim lantern light around us was 

suddenly a dazzling glory. 

"My God—Ramona! What are you doing 

down here? How did you—Ramona! Oh, my 
darling-" 

And then I was in his arms. And everything 
that iiad been so wrong was somehow all right. I 
didn't know how—I didn't know why—I just 
knew. I knew chat Wayne couldn't have brought 
me down there; his shock of surprise at seeing i ne 
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was too sincere. He hadn't been the one to help 

kidnap me. He hadn't carried me down here to 
die. 

I clung to him. I sobbed and shuddered with 
the relief that poured through me. I felt his lips on 
mine and gave myself utterly to the delight that 
was a warm glory running along my veins. 

And then it all faded. I pushed myself out of his 
arms, stepped away and raised my head to look 
at him. His eyes, so blue, so clear, met mine fairly 
but, now, they were slowly growing dark with 
puzzlement. 

“What's wrong, darling? Why do you look at 
me like that?" 

I hesitated. But nothing was to be gained by 
avoiding the truth, no matter how ugly it was. 
Ana nothing was to be gained by any longer 
hiding what I'd done or what I knew. 

I said slowly, “The night before you took jenny 
Farley to the Denver train I—I was in the tunnel 
near the mine. And I heard you talking with your 

father. He was very pleased that you'd-" My 

breath caught. The words clogged. This was so 
nard to say, so terrible to put into cold hard 
words. But I had to. I pulled that breath in. I 
moved my lips to form the words. "—That you'd 
flattered me and cajoled me into agreeing to 
marry you because—because as your wife 1 
wouldn't betray you all. I wouldn't tell anybody 
what you were doing here if—if I ever did man¬ 
age to get away." 

Wayne had listened to every word. He had 
waited in stillness for me to finish. His eyes had 
never left my face. Now he spoke and his words 
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came through tight lips, as if his very jaws were 
clenched in a struggle for control. 

"And did you hear, though how you heard 
anything only God knows, my answer to Jason 
when he said this?" 

I shook my head. "No—no. 1 was—oh, don't 
make me say anything more! All I could think of 
was to get away—ana I ran." 

"That was too bad. It is also too bad that your 
faith in me and my love was so weak. I somehow 
expected more of you, Ramona. I'm sorry." He 
stepped away from me. His head turned as if he 
didn't even want to look at me any more. 

Contrition poured through me. What a little 
emotional fool I'd been! Of course 1 could see it 
now—what 1 should have done was to wait until l 
could talk to Wayne, tell him quietly what ! 'd 
heard and ask for his explanation. Or better still, 
to have trusted him so deeply, so surely that I'd 
never have mentioned it at all. I'd have ]ust knoum 
it wasn't so. After all, the words I'd heard had not 
been Wayne's, they'd been Jason's. 

I said, in a very small voice, "What would I 
have heard if I'd stayed to listen?" 

"Nothing," said Wayne. "Simply—nothing. I 
knocked him down." 

"Wayne! Oh Wayne-" and then 1 was 

reaching for him, blindly, because my eyes were 
so thick with tears. "Oh, i'm so ashamed," I 
sobbed. "So terribly ashamed. Can you ever for¬ 
give me?" 

"Nothing to forgive-" Wayne's arms were 

again close around me, bis head was bending— 
but his lips never reached mine. 
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An explosion rocked the whole world around 
us—the floor under our feet, the walls enclosing 
us, the low ceiling above our heads. Our ear 
drums boomed with the crash of sound. Our 
heads burst with it. Our very eyes seemed to pop. 

And then we were running, back the way I had 
come—then on down the middle passage that I'd 
turned my back on. 

“Faster, Ramona—can you run faster?" 

i tried. My long skirts flapped and twisted, 
tripping me. I picked them up, tossing the mass 
over my arm. My legs, up to my knees, were free. 
Indecent. Immodest. But it let me run faster. 

Though I had no idea why we were running. I 
could just feel the urgency that seemed to run up 
my arm from the hand that Wayne clutched so 
tightly. 

Then, abruptly, he stopped, pulling me to a 
halt beside him. “Listen," he whispered. “Listen! 
Do you hear it?" 

“Hear what?" I strained my ears. Silence. 
Nothing but silence. That thick, underground 
silence I'd lived with so long, the silence that had 
been destroyed by that shattering explosive blast. 
But, as we ran, the effect of the blast had faded. 
Now the silence poured back. I lifted my head, 
still listening. 

The light where we were standing was dim. A 
lantern hung far ahead of us, a lantern far behind 
but right there the only light we had really was 
the little pool at our feet that was shed by the 
lantern in Wayne's hand that somehow, with all 
the running, he'd managed to hold steady. 

“I can't hear anything," I said, my voice low as 
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I if, in all this vast warren of underground pas¬ 
sages there might be someone to hear me. 

Wayne said, "Tut your hand on the wall— 
maybe you can feel the throbs even if you can't 
hear them." 

! "Thetn?" I repeated as > reached out my hand to 
put the palm flat against the wall. 

"Drums/" said Wayne. "Indian drums." 

But I hardly heard him. My hand flat against 
the wall I was aware of only one thing. 

"Wayne!" I cried, almost screaming it— 
"Wayne—the wall is hot! Hot, Wayne! It's hot!" 

Wayne's hand flashed out. His face drained 
white. "Thev've done it," he groaned. "They've 
I done it!" 

"The volcano? That last dynamite blast?" 

"I warned them—I told them—Doane told 

them—oh, my God—my God-" The last 

words were a prayer. Deep. Fervent. 

But he knew, even as I knew, that no prayer 
1 could be answered now. God made His laws and 
I if man, in his greed, flouted them, man would 
I suffer. 

j Under our hands the wall grew steadily hotter. 
Then Wayne, holding my hand tight, was run¬ 
ning again, this time changing his course, an¬ 
ting off at the first fork in the passageway he 
came to. Where was he going? Where was he 
leading me? I felt as if the nightmare of rushing 
through the mazes of this mine would never end. 
Maybe these passages led nowhere. Maybe 
Wayne, for all his assurance, was really as lost as 
1. Maybe we weren't in the mine at all. I'd cer¬ 
tainly seen no trace of any gold. 









274 


COMPANION TO EVIL 


And then, abruptly, in the light of Wayne's 

lantern, I saw it a great heap of ore—mined, 

ready and waiting to be taken out, glittering and 

glowing in our little flow of light—ore that was 

more gold than rock, that was so rich it was 
blinding! 

In one swiff flash, as I gazed at it, I could feel 
the way the men felt. Gold. Gold. The thrill of it, 
the joy of it yes, tiie hunger for it—ran through 
me for just that instant as it must run through 

them. Gold, here was nothing like it. The glow 

the glory, the glittering gleam- 

"Wayne—look!" 

Wayne snapped, "Don't look. It's evil. It's vile. 

Flu whole thing is damned." He got a fresh grip 

on my hand and pulled me to running again. 

But not far. We turned a corner ahead—and 
stopped dead. 

Heat blasted at us. Light—dancing, leaping, 

anng, blinded us. Glouds of sulfur fumes 

choked us. And along the clay floor, almost 

reaching our feet, a small molten river was 

running—copper and red and gold and green— 
and hot. 6 

Wayne spun, whirling me around. Our feet 
ounded back the way we had just come. Behind 

us the heat poured, a rising beating terrible heat 
that seemed unendurable. 

We ran. My lungs ached. My heart pounded. 
The muscles of my legs were an agony. But we 
ra : i, back around the comer and then to our right 
And abruptly my heart leaped. Ahead of us not 
only hung a lantern—but the light of it shone on 
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tiles. We were coming into the familiar tunnel 
that led to the house! 

For a second relief touched me—then it Ted. 
What good would reaching the house do now? 
How could we hope to escape the horror that was 
behind us? There was no escape. There was no 
place to hide—no place at all. 

And then Wayne was shoving me down, flat, 
till my face was tight against the clay of the floor. 
And he was beside me, holding me, pressing me 
tight, close, against him. 

An earthquake. The whole corridor—the whole 
world—swayed and shook, trembled and heaved 
with it. I rolled against the rocking wall, Wayne 
with me, his arms around me. And then the wall 
was giving way* I screamed. Where would we fall 
if there was no wall to brace ourselves against? 
Horror rose, hot and sour, all through me. Would 
we drop—down and down—into that crater I'd 
looked into from the cave? 

But we didn't. The terrifying crash and rumble 
faded. The rocking, heaving earth steadied itself. 
Wayne and I got slowly to our feet, his arms still 
holding me. But he moved one hand now to lift 
my chin. 

"If this is the end," he said quietly, "I'm going 
to kiss you first. Now." 

He framed my face in both his hands—and I 
screamed. Agonizing pain shot through my 
head. I screamed again, the sounds dying in 
sobs. 

"Ramona—what did I do? Why—what has 
happened? My kiss—don't you want- -" 
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"It's not that. Oh, Wayne—Wayne—my 
head. It's better now. The pain is going-" 

“Your head! What happened to your head?" 

“Jane-" I said it before I thought. “Jane hit 

me on the head before she brought me down 
here. She-“ 

“Jane! Oh, my God— Jane. It's happened then. 
It's finally happened." For an instant he seemed 
frozen with some new kind of horror. Then he 
turned, his arms still around me. “No time now," 
he muttered. “No time for anything but to get 
out. Can you walk? Is your head better?" 

“I can walk. I can even run. The pain was just a 
sharp jab. It's gone now." Which wasn't quite 
true. The pain throbbed and beat, seeming to 
move my heart, my very brain with it. 

Then I realized it wasn't pain that beat at 
me—it was the drums. In a sudden lull of other 
sounds I could hear them, dull and steadily beat¬ 
ing. Where were they? Why did I hear them so 
suddenly, so clearly. Were they that close? Why? 

I'd told Wayne I could run and he believed me. 
So we were running again. No lantern light now; 
the earthquake had smashed them all, the one 
that had been hanging ahead of us, the one 
Wayne had carried so long. But light was there 
anyhow, a glaring light, a light that rose and fell, 
a light that brought heat—and terror. 

We reached the familiar tiles and off to the left 
was the rise of steps that would take us up to the 
house. But that was not the way we turned. 
Wayne led me to the right. We were going the 
way I'd gone the first night I'd come down here. 
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We'd end up at that opening where there was 
nothing ahead but treetops and, below, the quiv¬ 
ering pools of quicksand. 

" Wayne! Wayne!" I cried. "Don't take me 

there. Take me to the house. Wayne!" I was 
screaming again, my nerves red-hot wires, hys¬ 
teria choking me. 

Wayne stopped. He turned, facing me. 

"Stop screaming." His face was flat, expres¬ 
sionless, his mouth tight. "You've been here be¬ 
fore? Why? When?" 

I stared at him. Around us was the beat of the 
drums. Around us was the ever-growing 
heat—a pressure of heat, an oven of heat. And 
around us, once more, was the rumble, the 
growl, the quiver of shaking earth. 

Wayne turned away from me, moving again 
toward that opening I hated and feared. And, 
without a word, I followed him. 

What difference did it make anyhow? We 
would die here or we would die up the 'e in the 
house. Maybe death in the hungry, sucking 
quicksand would be more merciful—cooler, 

quicker. 

I followed Wayne, my hand still in his. The 
heat was growing intolerable, but we didn t go 
straight ahead to the entrance I'd feared. We 
didn't even come within sight of it. We turned 
aside first, into a dark slit of an entrance I'd not 
even known was there. And as we turned the 
drums were suddenly louder, clearer. The throb 
and beat of them filling the atmosphere, shaking 
it, even above the growl of the angry volcano and 
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the crash of the walls opening up and crumbling 

around us as the earth under our ieet shook and 
rocked. 

Wayne was pulling me into a run again. And I 
ran—blindly, stumbling, so numb with terror 
that my mind was a frozen nothing—no thought, 
no plan—certainly no hope. 

Then another corner turned—and suddenly an 

opening. An entrance, large, broad and high. 
And beyond- 

I stopped, my terror—even the earthquake and 
the lurid horror o the volcano—forgotten. 
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Before me spread the floor of the valley—that 
lovely bowl of valley that, for so long now, I'd 
stared at, watched from my windows. This was 
the valley where the cows so peacefully grazed 
and where, somewhere off to my right now, that 
dark green slash of bottomless ravine lay with its 
pools of quicksand on its evil threatening sides. 
But that didn't matter now. Nothing mattered 
but the scene before me. 

The grassy floor of the valley, lit to a terrible 
glow by the rising—falling—beating—glaring 
heat and flame from the volcano beyond us—and 
the Indians dancing. 

They danced in a huge circle, their costumes 
bright as jewels, their feathered headdresses 
dipping, bowing, lifting as they went through the 
motions of their dance. A strange dance, to my 
Spanish eyes—a dance of slow shuffling, of occa¬ 
sional change of pace, but a dance so wrapped in 
emotion, in deep, unwavering sincerity and a 
sure, exalted faith that it seemed to emanate from 
all of them and to rise and flow in waves over to 
this tunnel entrance where Wayne and I 
watched. It flashed through my mind—such 
pure faith must surely reach God. 
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For this, I knew with certainty, was what the 
Indians were doing. They were praying— 9 
praying for the safety and salvation of their J| 
people—and of all of us. This was their form of 
worship. And wasn't this kind of prayer as good 
as any—perhaps better than some? For this, and ^ 
you could feel it, came deeply and completely | 
from their hearts and not, as some do, from only 
dutiful lips. I 

Above my head Wayne said, "The Indians— 
how did they know? Who could have told them 
the—end—was so close?" “ 

I said nothing. But I thought, Maria. Maria meet¬ 
ing her worried father long before she'd reached her 
pueblo yesterday . This was what she hadn't told me- : 
that her father had not been alone . That probably 
widely spread out and hiding amongst the trees of the 
forest he'd had all these men with him , coming to 
dance , coming to pray , coming to save their people. 

Wayne was moving again, out from the en¬ 
trance to that terrible tunnel behind us and, ] 
slowly, over to the left. It was then, my eyes 
leaving the dancers for a minute, that, glancing to 
my left and high up on the side ot this valley, 1 
saw the house. It was a blaze of light. Everyone 
was awake; every window glowed. Tiny and far 
away I could see figures moving. Jane. Was jane 
up there? And Mrs. Alexander, and Mr. Cor¬ 
nelius? Where were Jason and the four men? 
Were they all watching? Did they all know what 
the Indians were doing? Mr. Cornelius knew, I 
was sure. He was probably adding his prayers to 
theirs. 

Then Wayne was leading me around that great 
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circle of Indian dancers and—I recognized Maria! 
She was wearing the short black plain dress that, 

I noticed now, the other women wore. But it was 

* * 

made brilliant by strings of beads, the soft glim¬ 
mer of silver, the lovely blue of turquoise. Her 
long black braids swung free and in them were 
twisted strips of scarlet ribbon. On her head— 
dipping, bowing, lifting as did the heads of all the 
dancers—there was a twist of something. ; leath¬ 
ers? Bits of evergreen? Ornaments of shell? 

Wayne kept on moving around them. Then, 
with a gesture, he showed me why. Ahead of us, 
to the left of the dancers, was a large group of 
men-—possibly forty. Their heads were lifted— 
gray heads, white heads, old heads, the faces 
wrinkled and leatherbrown. Their eyes were 
closed, their lips all moving in a chant that, now, I 
could hear clearly. 

1 stood still, listening. Such reverence, such 
worship, such a deep imploring appeal was in 
those voices; such a light of adoration and love 
glowed in those lifted faces. 

"They are the men too old to dance," said 
Wayne quietly, "the wise men of their pueblos." 

I nodded. My eyes, fascinated, were unable to 
move away. 

Then Wayne added, "T he drummers are be¬ 
tween the chorus and the dancers." 

I saw them then, the drummers. Younger men, 
intent, lost, in the beat of their own drums. 

That beat—the beat of the Indian drums. It 
filled the air. It guided the dancers' feet. It di¬ 
rected the dance itself, changing the pace, chang¬ 
ing the steps. 
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But it did more, far more, than this. That beat of 
the Indian drums was the beat of the human 
heart. Listening to it you could feel it enter into 
you, pounding as your heart pounded, till it be¬ 
came part of you, part of your very soul. 

Then, oddly, came a catch in that steady 
beat—not a pause, not song enough for that—just 
a catch. And your breath, your blood, caught 
with it. It was not a regular thing—there were not 
so many measures of the beat—and then the 
catch. The dancers ail knew when it was coming 
and their dancing feet, shuffling slowly sideways 
so that the great circle was always shifting, 
caught with it. just a breath, less than a breath, of 
hesitancy. What was the significance of this? 

Why was it done? Not just for effect, I was sure_ 

though effective it certainly was. No, there was 
some inner meaning to it. 

I moved my eyes away from the drummers and 
once more took in the entire scene. The great 
\ ! ' 1 ^ dancers, with the jewel-like colors; the 
sheen of silver on the great flat round plates of the 
concha belts the men wore, shining and beauti¬ 
ful; their velvet shirts that were ruby and 
emerald, sapphire and topaz, the shadows on the 
velvet deepening with their movements, then 
splashing into brilliance again. .It was a beautiful, 
impressive, moving scene. 

Except that over all glowed and glared the ter¬ 
rible light from the volcano and, competing with 
the beat of the drums was the never ceasing roar 

that sounded so like a lion, angered, readying 
himself to leap. ° 

And, under our feet, was the tremor, the quak- . 
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ing that might at any instant split the earth wide 
open, swallowing the dancing Indians, gulping 
down Wayne and me. 

A hideous scene. A terrifying scene. A scene 
that, once realized, ripped you apart, tore you to 
shreds with horror. 

Wayne pulled me closer to him. "We've got to 
get back to the house. It's higher. It might be 
safer. Come." He turned back to the tunnel. "It's 
easier, quicker this way than climbing the steps 
on the valley sides." 

"But wouldn't it be safer out in the open?" I 
hung back a little, hating to go again into the 
confining tube of that tunnel. And there were 
certainly stairs there, too. I ought to know. I'd 
climbed them twice. "At least," I added, "out 
here we can see more—know what's going on." 

The only thing that can 'go on' out here," said 
Wayne grimly, "is an eruption. A real one. i hat 
little stream of lava that turned us back in the 
tunnel is nothing. It was just a little symptom, a 
warning. When the real thing conies we'll never 
know what hit us. They didn't know in Pompeii; 
they didn't know last spring in Martinique; we 
won't know now." 

"You mean-" the full horror of this washed 

over me, "you mean this will be like Pompeii?" 

"It could be. With a volcano you never know." 

By this time we were back at the tunnel mouth. 
Wayne went in and I followed him. 

Behind us the Indians danced. And the drums 
beat—and beat—and beat. 

We hurried. No running but walking as fast as 
possible. Around us the tunnel-lining of tiles re- 
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elected that wavering glow that, reaching out 
from the red-hot depths of that bottomless crater, 
was filling the whole valley with its angry glare. 

We reached the stairs and began to cli mb. Even 
here we could detect the beat of those drums. But 
I didn't dare put my hand on the walls to feel the 
throb of reverberation—I was too afraid I'd find 
them hot. 

The stairs climbed up and up, the occasional 
wide landings telling us we had reached another 
terrace. And on one of them Wayne paused to let 
me get my breath. His breath was even, strong. 
He seemed tireless. But 1 wasn't. My legs were 
numb; my lungs burned; my head ached intoler¬ 
ably. 

Wayne took me in his arms and I leaned against 
him, deeply, warmly grateful for his solid 
strength. But after a minute I asked him a ques¬ 
tion that had been plaguing me. 

"How long, Wayne, will the Indians dance?" 
This seemed to me, in my sagging exhaustion, 
very important. Somehow, as long as they 
danced, I felt a little safer, as if, somehow, there 
was hope—though 1 told myself firmly this 
couldn't be so. I'd decided, back there in the 
tunnel, that it was too late to pray. When man 
rad been such a greedy fool, as these men had, 
grabbing for their gold no matter what crimes 
they had to commit to get it, why should any 
prayer be answered? But maybe my reasoning 
had been wrong. Maybe the faith, the trust, the 
prayers of these Indians would offer a balance. 
Maybe their appeal to the mercy of God would 
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outweigh His justice. If only they would keep on 
dancing! i knew now why this was so important. 

In answer to my question Wayne said, "Until 
dawn, at least. Longer if necessary.” 

"Necessary?” 

'If they feel the volcano needs more dancing to 
quiet it. If they sense its anger is being placated. 
Indians know these things. They're—attuned." 

"But won't they get tired? Dancing that way, 
hour after hour-" My own exhaustion quiv¬ 

ered at the thought. 

Wayne shook his head. "You may not have 
noticed, but off at the western side of the valley 
there were large groups of dancers waiting. At 
intervals they changed places with those in the 
ring, timed so that the dancing never stops. The 
fresh Indians come in dancing, the tired ones 
dance off to rest. That way they can keep this up 
for days if necessary." 

I nodded, satisfied in some strange deep way I 
couldn't understand. As long as the Indians 
danced, I thought groggily, just so the Indians 
kept on dancing— 

We climbed the last two flights of stairs—and 
faced a blank wall. ! stared at it, appalled. Ail 
tliis—to come to nothing more than a blank wall. 
Then I realized that of course it would be blank. 
The opening was a secret One as it had been on 
my own landing, when Mr. Cornelius had first 
shown it to me. 

Now Wayne reached out unhesitatingly and 
pressed a tile on the ievel of his shoulder. The 
door swung back. We stepped into the huge 
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beautiful entrance hall on the top level of the 
house. 

Everyone was there. Doane, with a cry, leaped 
toward me. Jane, whipping around to face us, 
went stiff and stark and corpse-white. Jason and 
the four men, bunched in a huddle, glanced at us, 
then resumed their talk. And, a little distance 
away, a dozen or fifteen servants were grouped, 
white-faced, whispering and terrified. And, com¬ 
ing slowly up the stairs, so quietly that no one 
realized they were coming, were three totally 
unexpected figures-Mrs. Alexander, Mr. Cor¬ 
nelius and the tall nurse who had done her best to 
watch over Mr. Cornelius, and failed. 

They were all there, the whole household, 
every human being in it, gathered close together 
with the instinct of animals to herd in the face of 
danger, to huddle, to take courage from each 
other while, brighter and more bright, rose the 
throbbing, leaping, terrible light from the deep 
throat of the voicano. The walls of this house, 
thick and solid as they were, trembled and shud¬ 
dered with the quaking of the earth beneath it. 

Then, with crashing suddenness, everything 
happened at once. I saw Jane's swiftly raised 
hand and the gun in it; I saw Doane as he lunged 
to cover me with his protecting body; I heard Mr. 
Cornelius' shrill old voice cry out, "Down! Throw 
yourself down!" And I felt Wayne drag me with 
him till we were falling down the stairs, till the 
braced figures of the three coming up stopped us. 

The shot from Jane's gun crashed deafeningly. 
It crashed again, and again, and again before her 
father reached her, smashing it from her hand, 
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pinioning her two arms behind her so she 
couldn't move. 

Above my head, where I'd fallen against him, 
Mr. Cornelius said quaveringly, "My dear—are 
' you all right?" 

1 nodded. I couldn't trust myself to speak, for 
I'd just seen Doane's body. And from that first 
glimpse I knew he was dead—dead trying to 
protect me, a girl who had promised to elope with 
him—a girl who was going to marry someone 
else. 

Shame and grief flooded over me. I had used 
poor Doane so disgracefully. I had, truly, 

I brought this whole horrible scene to its terrible 
I climax. Jane would not have dragged me to the 
volcano if I hadn't encouraged Doane. Jane 
I would not have gone berserk with her gun just 
now if I'd never listened to Doane at all. 

But there was no time to think of any of this. 

I Everything in that great hall was a riot of confu- 
J sion. Everyone talking, everyone moving. The 
nurse bending over Doane and straightening up 
again, grimly, silently. And, over and above 
every other sound, Jane's wild shriek as she 
realized what she'd done, that it was Doane's 
body, not mine, that had stopped her bullet. 

And before our very eyes she went completely 
mad, her own eyes bright green with her mad¬ 
ness, her whole body thrashing and writhing, 
her mouth an open twisted cavern as scream after 
scream tore through her throat. 

It took three men to hold her. Two of them 
were her father and brother. The third was 
Harry. 
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It was then, at the height of all this, that the 
rumble came. We all heard it—even Jane, the 
sound, the threat of it, penetrating even her 

ad mind. She stopped screaming. We all 
stopped talking. And in that si'ence, so sudden, 
so complete, the rumble roared and growled. It 
filled the air. It shook the earth, the walls, the 

roof. It smashed against the ear drums. It pressed 
against the eyes. 

And then—it faded. Slowly, like a great beast 
that had prepared to lunge and then, somehow, 
been forced to retreat. -f 

Someone cried, "The Indians!" 

And with the cry we all rushed (Jason carrying 

Jane in his ar 'is) through the nearest doorway 

and to the wide windows that overlooked the 
valley. 

The Indians were still dancing. Tiny, doll-like 
figures from this height and distance, my eyes 
could still detect the movement and the slow 
revolving of that great circle. But now there was \ 
no lurid glare for them to dance by. The light that I 
flowed over them was the mellow gentle light 
from their own torches. The glare had gone 

By God! boomed Jason's great voice 
"they've done it!" 

From my right Mr. Cornelius said quietly, "I 
knew they would. I've so often seen them bring ■' ! 
rain for their corn—and if they can control the 
skies, why not the depths of the earth?" ] I 

But this I did not have time to question, for j 

Wayne was once more close beside me. And I \ 
was in his arms. 11 


EPILOGUE 


f iAT was really the end of that whole terrible 
time—though, for some of us, it was truly the 
beginning, 

Wayne and I, of course, were married and, as 
his wife, I went back to my fathers house 
fearlessly—only to find that, in the weeks I had 
been gone, disaster had struck. My stepmother, 
having been the cause of all my problems at home 
had, as soon as she had had her way and gotten 
rid of me, run off with another man. 

But my father was, thank heaven, far from 
heartbroken. He was like a man who had waked 
up after a strange, unreal, exotic nightmare to 
find himself gratefully in his own bed. 

"I was a fool, Estrellita," he told me, his mouth 
twisted in a wry and whimsical smile. "I suppose 
every man has a right to make a fool of himself at 
some time in his life and this was my time, ‘f a 
man drinks enough he becomes intoxicated; if he 
smokes opium, he has his dreams. I was both 
intoxicated and drugged by Juanita's beauty and 
charm, and I behaved accordingly. Will you still 
love your old father even if he was a fool?" 

I laughed and assured him I would. "I almost 
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And so neither Jane nor her father knew that 
those four men had died / buried beneath that 
great heap of glittering, gleaming ore that I had 
seen that night in the tunnel. They'd gone back, 
after the volcano had stopped its rumbling, after 
the earth had apparently settled down, to get it all 
out—that gold they had risked their lives (and the 
lives of everyone else) to mine. And, evidently at 
the first touch of t neir shovels, the whole great 
heap had collapsed on them. Wayne, missing 
them, had gone to investigate and this was the 
word he brought back. His eyes were grave but 
deeply relieved too. 

"They were devils," he said, "though when 
my father met them he was taken in. He liked 
them. They'd just gotten wind of this gold and 
they told him about it. 1 le wasn't hungry for gold 
as gold, the way the men were. He was hungry 
for it for Jane. He wanted to be able to give her the 
advantages she would have had if Mother had 
lived. Mother had been a Virginia gentlewoman; 
she would have trained Jane properly. Father felt 
that with money, he cou ld make Jane the daugh¬ 
ter Mother would have been proud of. It became 
an obsession to him. But he had no money. We 
were poor. So when the men told him of the gold 
and asked him to come in with them because of 
his mining experience, he jumped at the chance." 

"And he didn't know anything else? He didn't 
know all tl lis belonged to the Alexanders?" I was 
appalled. 

"No. And when he found out he tried to get 
away, to get help for them. But we were 
caught—he had Jane and me with him—and 


292 


COMPANION TO EVIL 


brought back. From then on we were all in I 

danger. They told Father that if he tried any J 
funny business again they would take it out on 
Jane and me. And later, when I went to Harvard, 1 
they told me if I said a word they'd kill Father and 
torture Jane. So I said nothing—what would you 
have done?" 

"And that was why you never went to the 
governor for help?" 

"That was why. Any move ' had made, Father 
and Jane would have paid for. And we all had to 
play along with them, letting them dine with us 
so that when they became millionaires they'd 
also be gentlemen. That was their dream." 

"We all have our dreams," 1 said. £ 

"It was the dream your father had for Jane, too, 
wasn't it?" I asked gently. J 

Wayne nodded. "We all have our dreams," he 
repeated. My father's was almost an obsession to 
make of fane a lady, like our mother. I think he 
felt it would be sort of a monument—a living 
monument—to her memory. AH he did was for 
that." 1 

I laid my head against Wayne's shoulder; it was ! 
such a comfortable place. I wanted to hide the 
tears that were thickening in my eyes. Dear Jason 
and his dreams. M 

But, dreams or not, they were, all these men, j 
responsible for robbing the Alexanders—Mr. j 

Cornelius and his wife (whose name, it had de- ' 
veloped, was Agnes)—of all they owned, their ] 
house, their lands and above all those vast quan¬ 
tities of gold. The fact that the Alexanders now 
were in repossession of their things was certainly 
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not due to any honesty from the men who had 
robbed them. It was due merely to a succession 
of accidents, or a pattern of fate, or a working out 
of divine justice—whatever you choose to call it. 

The Alexanders, from that terrible night on, 
were once more the charming and aristocratic 
hosts in their own home. Wayne and I went back 
often to see them, and when our first son was 
bom Mr. Cornelius was his godfather and Mrs. 
Agnes Inis godmother. And if they had been ms 
true grandparents they could not have been more 
adoring. 

We also rode out frequently to see Maria and 
her people at Tesuque. Wayne had been right. 
The Indians from every pueblo from miles 
around had gathered in the valley that night— 
many hundreds, if not thousands, of them. 

“It was this," Maria's father, Ramon, said 
quietly, “it was the great numbers—the one 
united voice of my people—that brought such a 
miracle. This could be the answer to the troubles 
of all men. A supplication raised in unity and 
peace—what merciful God could fail to respond? 
Our people knew this." His sudden warm smile 
was beautiful. 

“Why is it," he asked wonderingly, “all people 
do not know this?" j ^ 


